PEACE ON EARTH, 
KINDNESS, JUSTIC 
AND MERCY TO 
Every LivinG 
CREATURE. 


I would not enter on my list of friends, 

Though graced with polished manners and fine sense, 
Yet wanting sensibility, the man 

Who needlessly sets foot upon a worm.— CowPER. 


Boston, April, 1898. 


BURNING THE DEAD HORSES AND BURYING THE DEAD SOLDIERS. 


WHAT JAMES RUSSELL LOWELL sarp. |, PRAYERS FOR OUR COUNTRY. 
The American Humane Education Society, 


“Ez fer war. I call it mur- | jepresenting over thirty thousand ‘Bands of 
der.” James RusseLt LOWELL. Mercy,” hereby earnestly asks every clergy- 


man in America to pray in his home and in 
his pulpit the Almighty to save our nation 
from the curse of war—and that union 
prayer-meetings be held so far as possible in 
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all our churches for the same purpose. // 

this is faithfully done we shall have no war. 
For the Society, 

Gro. T. ANGELL, President. 


SENATOR PROCTOR ON CUBA. 

We have just read on this March 18th Sena- 
tor Proctor’s statement to our United States 
Senate in regard to what he saw and heard in 
Cuba, and these are our conclusions: 

(1.) We have known of Senator Proctor 
since he was a small boy and his statements 
are reliable. 

(2.) The Spanish private soldiers [mostly 
drafted conscripts], who have been compelled 
to leave their homes, and some 60,000 of whom 
have already died in Cuba, are not responsible 
for the terrible starvation there—neither did 
they blow up the Maine, and there is no reason 
why we should kill them on account of it. 

(3.) The first thing which the American peo- 
ple ought to do is to try to relieve those of the 
starving who are still alive, and for this pur- 
pose we can think of no quicker way than a 
police canvass in all our cities, such as we 
recommended in our March paper, and Sunday 
contributions in all our churches. 

GrO. T. ANGELL. 


IS THE SPANISH GOVERNMENT LIABLE 
FOR THE LOSS OF THE MAINE? 

We think not. She came without invitation 
to Havana—just as all sorts of foreign vessels 
are coming to our ports every day of the year. 
Is our government bound to protect them all 
night and day from the thieves and rascals of 
every description, both foreign and American, 
which like wharf-rats infest our seaports? It 
would be simply impossible. We think our 
government is no more legally bound to insure 
the safety from criminals of foreign vessels 
that enter our harbors, than it is to insure the 
safety of our own vessels, or the safety from 
criminals of all subjects of foreign nations 
from the time they come until the time they 
leave our soil. 

The blowing up of the Maine may have been 
done by some of the very persons with whom 
the Spanish government is at war, and if 
proper precautions had been taken nightly by 
the Commander of the Maine, might never 
have been blown up at all. 


Gro. T. ANGELL. 


DON’T CONTRACT FOR TOO MANY 
BATTLE-SHIPS JUST NOW. 

It is said by Michelet that the ‘‘ Frigate” or 
‘* Man of War” bird, with its wings measuring 
from tip to tip sometimes fourteen feet, can 
cross the Atlantic Ocean from Africa to South 
America in a single night. 

Whether this be true or not, it is quite prob- 
able that the time is not far distant when in 
the progress of science we shall have light 
vessels [propelled perhaps by electricity] 
navigating the air. 

Then all our great battle-ships with their 
$50,000 guns, every discharge of which costs 
from $500 to $1,000, will be of no more value 
than the old iron and steel they contain. 

Cheaply constructed hand grenades contain- 
ing a few ounces of powerful explosives [and 
perhaps poisonous gases] dropped from the 
light airship overhead will destroy the most 


powerful battle-ships that now float the ocean. 

But saying nothing of the navigation of the 
air, the discoveries of modern science have al- 
ready put it in the power of any man to carry in 
his pocket explosives sufficiently powerful to destroy 
in an instant the costliest building in any of 
our large cities, and the little torpedo boat [if 
not already] seems likely to soon be vastly 
more dangerous than the ironclad. 

Do these discoveries threaten the progress 
of civilization and humanity ? 

We think not. 

On the contrary we think they will hasten 
the time when not only our nation but the 
world will see that for the protection of property 
and life, humane education in all schools, 


from the primary to the college, is a thousand | 


times more important than it has been hereto- 
fore considered. 

Then the work of our ‘‘American Humane 
Education Society” [first of its kind in the 
world] will be appreciated as it ought to be, 
and there will be no lack of funds to carry its 


‘““Bands of Mercy” into every school in | 


America and similar ‘‘ Bands” perhaps into 
every school of the civilized world. 
GEO. T. ANGELL. 


WAR WITH SPAIN. 

What Elizabeth Stuart Phelps Ward says 
about the jingo newspapers: 

‘¢ What should be said of the newspaper men 
who might be guilty of causing such an im- 
measurable woe? God only could forgive 
them. This country never would. Let us 
remember that civilized nations are no longer 
thugs and pirates. It is out of date to settle 
national differences by slaughter. ‘The in- 
cendiary editor raves hotly over the loss of 
three hundred men. But he coldly instigates the 
murder of three hundred thousand or three times 
that. Hepours fiery rhetoric about the miseries 
consequent on the explosion of one battle-ship. 
But he is laying the torpedoes which may blow up 
two navies. He places the mine. He trails the 
wire; he puts his finger on the electric button. 
He is the criminal. J/e is a thousandfold more 
guilty than any possible savage, or maniac, who 
might, by any conceivable turn of events, be sus- 
pected to know more than he chose to tell about 
the destruction of the Maine.” 

[This is the doctrine which we have been 
advocating in this paper during the past two 
years or more. } 


NATIONAL HONOR. 
We hear a good deal in these times about 
‘* national honor.” What does it mean? 
Answer—Setting hundreds of thousands of 
poor fellows at killing each other—great battle- 


ships costing millions of dollars each — | 


great cannon costing $50,000 each, and every 


Jiring of one of which costs from $500 to $1,000 


—shutting oft foreign commerce and the mar- 
kets for our grains and other products—no 
money for the levees of our Western rivers— 
or ship canals—or the improvement of our 
roads or harbors—or the humane education of 
our people—widows—orphans—failures—vast 
waste and destruction of property—vast in- 
crease of poverty and crime. 

General Sherman’s words ought to be posted 
in every school-room of our land: ‘War is 
Heil.” 

But how about the Maine? 

(1) We think that perhaps she should never 
have been sent to Havana at all. 


| 


(2) We think that being sent, her captain 
' and oflicers should have found better business 
' than attending Spanish bull-fights on Sunday. 

(3) We think that, knowing the hostile feel- 
ing of the city and being warned to look out 
for his ship, her captain should have had 
boats patrolling about the ship nights while 
those 250 dead men were sleeping. 

(4) We think the whole matter should be 
settled by arbitration, and not by mvre mur- 
der. 

But how about the starving Cubans? 

We think abundant provisions should be 
sent them, and perhaps there is no better 
method of doing it than that suggested in our 

| March paper. 

The cost of one battle-ship would feed them 
fora year. The profits of Leiter Jr. alone on 
his great wheat deal would feed them for a 
year. Nobody will blow up vessels that carry 
food to the starving Cubans. We think the 
feeding of starving Cubans would do more for 
| our ‘*national honor” than the killing of a 
hundred thousand men. 

If we had the means of some of our multi- 
millionaires we would gladly telegraph Clara 
Barton to draw on us for a million of dollars 
if she needs it. As it is we gladly give as we 
can afford. 

Our government should generously remem- 
ber the families of those who were blown up 
on the Maine, but our people should feed the 
starving men, women and children of Cuba. 

Let the Christian churches of America only 
speak out as they ought —let every Christian 
clergyman preach a sermon on war—let great 
union prayer-meetings be held in all our cities 
and towns to ask the Almighty to forgive our 
national sins and save us from the curse of 
war, and all the jingo talk of newspapers and 
politicians will be dropped. 

We do not object to proper appropriations for 
the defence of our two great seacoasts and a 
moderate increase of our army and navy, but 
when Christian men and women do their duty 
we shall have no more wars between Christian 
nations. GEO. 'T. ANGELL. 


THE PRESENT WAR CRAZE. 
A war frenzy has smitten thousands of weak 
minds. Physical retaliation, the first thought 


that occurs to lower animals, is everywhere 
being threatened against Spain. 


* * * * 


No true American wants this country to be 
| & war nation. The war debts of Europe 
amount to $25,000,000,000. 

War is an outgrown brutality. No intelli- 
gent man wants to become a soldier. If force 
must be used, there are wiser ways than stand- 
ing in rows to be shot down, or crowding in 
ships to be blown up. 

The glorifiers of war are poisoning our 
national life. ‘They are teaching the school 
children that war produces heroes, and drilling 
them with guns and swords. We might truth- 
fully write over some of our high schools: 
‘* This is a school for murder.” 

HERBERT N, Casson. 


Millions are poured into our colleges and 
universities to educate the brains of America 
oe almost nothing is done to educate the heart, 


: 
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CES OF Mey 


Founders of American Band of Mercy. 
Gro. T. ANGELL and REV. THOMAS TIMMINS. 


Officers of Parent American Band of Mercy. 
GEO. T. ANGELL, President; JOSEPH L. STEVENS, 
ecretary. 

Over thirty-two thousand branches of the Parent 
American Band of Mercy have been tormed, with 

probably over a million members, 
PLEDGE, 
“I will try to be kind to all harmless living 


creatures, and try to protect them from cruel 
usage.” 


Any Band of Mercy member who wishes can cross 
out the word harmless from his or her pledge. M.S. 
Pr. C. A. on our badges means * Merciful Society 
Prevention of Cruelty to All.” 

We send without cost, to every person asking, 
a copy of ‘‘ Band of Mercy Information ” and 
other publications. 

Also without cost, to every person who writes 
that he or she has formed a ‘‘ Band of Mercy” 
by obtaining the signatures of thirty adults or 
children or both—either signed or authorized to 
be signed—to the pledge, also the name chosen 
for the “band” and the name and post-office 
address [town and State] of the president : 

1. Our monthly paper, ‘‘OuR DumB ANI- 
MALS,” full of interesting stories and pictures, 
for one year. 

2. Mr. Angell’s Address to the High, Latin, 
Normal and Grammar Schools of Boston. 

3. Copy of Band of Mercy Songs. 

4. Twelve Lessons on Kindness to Animals, 
containing many anecdotes. 

5. Hight Humane Leaflets, containing pic- 
tures and one hundred selected stories and 


oems. 

6. For the President, an imitation gold 
badge. 

The head officers of Juvenile Temperance 
Associations, and teachers and Sunday school 
teachers, should be presidents of Bands of 
Mercy. 

Nothing is required to be a member but to 
sign the pledge, or authorize it to be signed. 

Any intelligent boy or girl fourteen years 
old can form a Band with no cost, and receive 
what we offer, as before stated. 


The prices for badges, gold or silver imita- | Or the wreck that lies on the spouting reef 


tion, are eight cents large, five cents small; 
ribbon, gold stamped, eight cents, ink printed, 
four cents; song and hymn books, with fifty- 
two songs and hymns, two cents; cards of 
membership, two cents; and membership 
book, eight cents. The ‘‘'T'welve Lessons 
on Kindness to Animals’ cost only two cents 


for the whole. bound together in one pam- | 
The Humane Leaflets cost twenty- | 


phlet. 
five cents a hundred, or eight for five cents. 


Everybody, old or young, who wants to do a kind 
act, to make the world happier and better, is invited 
to address, by letter or postal, GEO. T. ANGELL, 
Esq., President, 19 Milk Street, Boston, Mass., 
and receive full information. 


Good Order of Exercises for Band of Mercy Meetings : 
1—Sing Band of Mercy song or hymn, and repeat 
the Pledge together. [See Melodies.] 

2— Remarks by President, and reading of Report 
of last meeting by Secretary. 

3— Readings, “‘ Angell Prize Contest Recitations,” 
‘*Memory Gems,” and anecdotes of good and noble 
sayings and deeds done to both human and dumb 
creatures, with vocal and instrumental music. 

4—Sing Band of Mercy song or hymn. 

5—A brief address. Members may then tell what 
they have done to make human and dumb creatures 
happier and better. 

6— Enrollment of new members. 

7—Sing Band of Mercy song or hymn. 


“WAR IS HELL.” 


WHAT RUDYARD KIPLING SAYS OF 
ENGLAND'S NAVAL WARS. 


We have fed our sea for a thousand years, 

And she hails us, still unfed; 

There’s never a wave of all her waves 

But marks our English dead. 

We have strewn our best to the weed's unrest, 
Tothe shark and the sheering gull; 

If blood be the price of admiralty, 

Good God, we have paid it full! 


There’s never a flood goes shoreward now 
But lifts a keel we manned; 

There’s never an ebb goes seaward now 
But drops our dead on the sand— 

But drops our dead on the sands forlorn, 
From the Ducies to the Swin; 

If blood be the price of admiralty, 

Good God, we have paid it in! 


We must feed our sea for a thousand years, 

For that is our doom and pride, 

As it was when they sailed with the Golden Hind, 
Or the wreck that struck last tide; 


Where the ghastly blue lights flare; 
If blood be the price of admiralty, 
Good God, we have bought tt fair! 


THE RED CROSS ON THE BATTLEFIELD. 


Extract from address on the relations of 
animals that can speak to those that are 
dumb, by Geo. T. Angell, to the National 
Convention of the Woman’s Christian 
Temperance Union, Nashville, Tennessee, 
November, 1887: 


‘* There are two kinds of armies in the world 
—armies of cruelty and armies of mercy. 

Of one kind are the armies of war. 

For thousands of years they have been 
marching onto the battle-fields for the purpose 
of destroying human life. 

Personally, the individuals composing those 
armies have had no cause of offence; person- 
ally, they might have been friends. Many 


of them have belonged to the same Christian 
churches and have been looking forward to an 
inheritance in the same heaven. 

Yet at the command of politicians they have 


marched onto battlefields to kill each other, 
and the armies which could kill the greater 
number—pile the battle-grounds with the 
largest heaps of dead and wounded horses and 
men—have won glorious victories, and costly 
monuments have been erected to tell future 
generations what a noble thing it is for Christian 
men to kill each other in this way. 

But within the past few years something 
new has come onto these battlefields, and the 
distant spectator looking over the smoke of 
the battle has seen floating from the top of 
some high building on either side a flag differ- 
ent from all the rest—a white flag with a red 
cross on tt. 

What does that mean? 

It means another army on that battlefield 
seeking to save the lives which others are seek- 
ing to destroy—going out with stretchers— 
bringing in the wounded—binding up the 
wounds—taking messages to the wives and 
mothers at home—speaking words of comfort 
and cheer to the dying. 

It is one division of the great army of mercy.” 


WHAT LONGFELLOW WROTE. 


Were half the power, that fills the world with 
terror, 
Were half the wealth, bestowed on camps and 
courts, 
Given to redeem the human mind from error, 
There were no need of arsenals or forts: 


The warrior's name would be a name abhorred ! 
And every nation, that should lift again 

Its hand against a brother, on its forehead 
Would wear forevermore the curse of Cain! 


Down the dark future, through long generations, 
The echoing sounds grow fainter and then cease; 

And like a bell, with solemn, sweet vibrations, 
Ihear once more the voice of Christ say, ‘* Peace!” 


Peace! and no longer from its brazen portals 
The blast of War’s great organ shakes the skies! 
But beautiful as songs of the immortals, 
The holy melodies o/ love arise. 


Il. W. LONGFELLOW. 
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Boston, April, 1898. 


ARTICLES for this paper may be sent to 
Gro. T. ANGELL, President, 19 Milk St. 


BACK NUMBERS FOR DISTRIBUTION. 


Persons wishing Our Dumb Animals for | 
gratuitous distribution can send us five cents 
to pay postage, and receive ten copies, or ten 
cents and receive twenty copies. We cannot 
afford larger numbers at this price. 


TEACHERS AND CANVASSERS. 


Teachers can have Our Dumb Animals one 
year for twenty-five cents. 

Persons wishing to canvass for the paper 
will please make application to this office. 


Our American Humane Education Society 
sends this paper this month ¢o the editors of 
about twenty thousand newspapers and 
magazines. 


OUR AMBULANCE 


Can be had at any hour of the day or night by call- 
ing Telephone 357, South Boston. 

Horse owners are expected to pay reasonable 
charges. 

wa In emergency cases of severe injury, where 
owners are unable to pay, the ambulance will be sent 
at the expense of the Society. 


SUBSCRIPTIONS AND REMITTANCES. 


We would respectfully ask all persons who send 
us subscriptions or remittances to examine our 
report of receipts, which is published in each num. 
ber of our paper, and if they do not find the sums 
they have sent properly credited, kindly notify us. 


If correspondents fail to get satisfactory answers 
please write again, and on the envelope put the 
word “Personal.” 

My correspondence is now so large that I can read 
only a small part of the letters received, and seldom 
long ones. GEO. T. ANGELL. 


We are glad to publish this month jour hun- 
dred and eighty-four new branches of our Parent 
Band of Mercy, making a total of thirty-two thou- 
sand and seventy-four. 


CASES OF CRUELTY INVESTIGATED. 
Whole number of cases investigated by our cftice 


agents in February, °66; horses taken from work, 
46; horses and other animals killed, 97. 


ROME, ITALY. 


It isagreat pleasure to us to receive on March 
9th a check for $45 and another of $25 from two 
ladies stopping in Rome, Italy. ‘With all good 
wishes for yourself and your good work.” 


CHICAGO. 


From one of the most prominent gentlemen of 
Chicago we receive on March 9th an order for our 
publications and a kind letter in which he says, 
** Every number of ‘ Qur Dumb Animals’ seems to mea 


little better than ang number which has preceded it.” 


SOME OF NEW YORK’S “ FOUR HUNDRED.” 


We have just received the Jjirst edition of ten 
thousand copies of our new prize story, ‘* Some 
of New York’s Four Hundred,” which we will 
sell for ten cents, either in money or postage 
stamps, and which is much below their cost to 
our ‘* American Humane Education Society.” 
We want to give this most valuable and inter- 
esting book a very wide circulation, and shall 
be glad if all who read it and think it ought to 
be widely circulated will send us such amounts 
as they feel able to give to aid us in giving it 
a wide gratuitous distribution to the press and 
otherwise all over our country. Jf we had the 
means we should be glad to send a copy to every 
editorial office in North America north of Mexico. 

Send to Hon. Henry B. Hill, Treasurer, or 
to me. Gifts will be acknowledged in Our 
Dumb Animals. 

GEO. T. ANGELL, 
19 Milk St., Boston. 


BULGARIA. 


We are glad to learn on this March 17th that 
several of our ‘* Bands of Mercy ” have been re- 
cently formed in Bulgaria. 

Our Western missionary has been forming 
many ‘‘Bands of Merey” during the past 
month in Indiana. Our Massachusetts mis- 
sionary has been forming them in all the 
schools of Quincy, Ashland, Hopkinton, Hamil- 
ton and Groveland. 

And we are also glad to know that a compe- 
tition in prize humane speaking is to take 
place on March 29th in Quincy. 


SENATOR HOAR. 


On March 14th our good friend Senator Hoar 
introduced a bill in the United States Senate 
prohibiting the importation in the United 
States of birds or their feathers for orna- 
mental purposes, and imposing a fine of $50 
for each offence. 


DETROIT, MICHIGAN. 


Among the larger annual subscriptions for 
Our Dumb Animals we have just received on 
this March 18th three hundred from Detroit, 
Michigan. 


DOG-FIGHTERS AND COCK-FIGHTERS. 

We have published the following in various 
Boston dailies : 

In behalf of the Massachusetts Society for 
the Prevention of Cruelty to Animals I offer a 
prize of Twenty-five Dollars for evidence by 
which the Society shall convict any person in 
this Commonwealth of dog-fighting or cock- 
fighting. GEO. T. ANGELL, President. 


TO STOP PREMATURE BURIALS. 

We are glad to see in the New York Herald 
of March 4th that a bill has been introduced 
in the Legislature at Albany to make such 
burials impossible, by the establishment of 
mortuaries and otherwise. The bill was 
drawn by Mr. J. C. Chapin, of 45 Pine St., 
New York city, who can be written to in 
regard to the subject. 


THE HUNTING OF THAT PET DEER AT 
AIKEN, SOUTH CAROLINA. 


Most of our readers have probably seen in 
various papers the accident which happened to 
millionaire William C. Whitney’s wife recently, 
by reason of which his New York doctor trav- 
eled by special train from New York to Aiken 
at the rate of over sixty miles an hour. 

We take the following from the New York 
Journal : 

‘* A pet deer was let loose to make sport for 
dogs and hunters, and everybody got very ex- 
cited and rode very hard. Mrs. Whitney was 
enjoying herself especially because of the novelty 
of being mounted on a large horse of the 
steeple-chase build, whereas she had formerly 
been accustomed to a small mount. 

She rode with great spirit, close at the heels 
of her husband, until the homestretch, where 
the accident occurred. There is a dam across 
Robinson’s Pond, surmounted by a shed. 
Through the archway underneath this super- 
structure raced the frightened deer, hard 
pressed by the dogs. The hunters followed, 
with loud ‘* Halloos!’? Most of them ducked 
their heads to avoid the plate beam of the 
shed as they passed underneath. Mr. Whitney 
found the roof came startlingly close to his 
crown, and turned to warn his wife. But it 
was too late. Mrs. Whitney charged straight 
at the entrance of the arch, as she had often 
done before on a smaller horse. She was swept 
backward, and the big horse galloped riderless 
underneath the shed.” 

If this statement in regard to the turning 
out of a pet deer to make sport for those men 
and women by being hunted and killed by dogs 
is correct, then we do not hesitate to say that 
Mrs. Whitney got no more than she deserved. 

If this transaction had occurred in Massa- 
chusetts we would have put every mother's 
son and daughter of them into a criminal court, 
and would have asked the judge to send them 
all to jail or house of correction. 

Gro. T. ANGELL. 


THE YELLOW FEVER IN CUBA. 


In view of the fact that probably the yellow 
fever will appear in Cuba before long, and 
perhaps threaten all our Southern seaports, 
and that this paper goes to every editorial 
office in North America north of Mexico, I 
think it proper to republish the following : 

Many years ago the Hon. Casey Young, member 
of Congress from Memphis, Tenn., told me that he 
and many others escaped from yellow fever, which 
had been prevailing to a terrible extentin Memphis, 
by simply wearing powdered sulphur in their shoes. 
In one instance he had a large number of gentlemen 
in his offices and advised them in regard to this 
matter, and every man who acted upon his advice 
escaped the fever, while others who did not, had it. 

When the grip was attacking aimost every family 
in Boston a few years ago, I sent an officer to the 
Byam match factory, who reported that out of the 
large number of persons employed there not one 
had been attacked by the grip. I distinctly remem- 
ber reading some years ago that all persons working 
in the Italian sulphur mines escaped the malaria 
that prevailed all about them. I remember, also, in 
a book written by an eminent German physician, 
translated into English, his assertion that persons 
observing the ordinary rules of health, and wearing 
sulphur constantly in their shoes, were completely 
protected from cholera. 


Gro. T. ANGELL. 


Every unkind treatment to the cow poisons 
the milk — even talking unkindly to her. 


Sid 
| | 
| 
| 


THE CROSSBILL. 
BY N. H. WOODWORTH. 


It was only a bird, the crossbill ; 
And yet whenever I see 

“ Inasmuch as ye do for others 
Ye also have done for Me,” 

I think of the fearless birdie 
That came to the cross’s side 

And plucked at the nails deep driven 
In the flesh of the crucified. 


It pecked at the nails deep driven, 
And worked at them o’er and o’er, 

Till its poor little bill was wounded 
And twisted forevermore. 

It was only a bird, remember, 
It could not have been aware 

How small was the service rendered 
To One who was dying there. 

As it worked at the nails encrusted 
With crimsoning mark and stain, 

Till its feathers were red and rusted 
And would not come white again. 

Dear, pitying bird, who told you 
To come to the Master’s aid 

When those who had loved him truly 
Were trembling and sore afraid? 

O lesson of love! dear birdie, 
Would I—had [ stood with you 

By the cross of the suffering Savior, 
Have dared to be half as true? 

Would my hands been raised to help him? 
Would my feet have been swift in aid, 

While my faltering lips protested, 
All lovingly, unafraid? 


Though only a bird the lesson 
Comes back like an echo lone, 
Inasmuch as ye do for others, 
For Me ye also have done; 
And I think, while my weak hands falter, 
And my eyes with tears are dim, 
How He said that the smallest service 
Is never too small for Him ! 


THE STRAWBERRY. 

‘* Here is a little strawberry plant in your 
field. It needs light and heat to coax it forth 
from the bud. God sends sunbeams to it over 
ninety millions of miles. Jt needs tending. 
Men of as great intellect and heart as Marshall 
P. Wilder stoop to giveit cultivation. Jt needs 
moisture. Half way across the Atlantic, or 
perhaps far away in tropical Africa, God starts 
a wind which goes over the Atlantic, catches 
up fresh moisture and brings it in His clouds 
over the little waiting strawberry, and then 
God sets to work that silent but mighty power 
of gravitation which is binding all the uni- 
verse together, and the drops fall, and then by 
capillary attraction the juices are sucked up 
the little aqueducts, and leaf and strawberry 
appear.” REv. WILL C. Woop. 


One thing we must never for- 
get, namely: that the infinitely 
most important work for us is the 
humane education ofthe millions 
who are soon to come on the 
stage of action. 


What do you consider, Mr. Angell, 
the most important work you do? 

Answer. Talking each month to the 
editors of every newspaper and maga- 
zine in North America north of Mex- 
ico. 


suddenly 
there was with the 
angel a multitude 
of the heavenly 
host praising God, 
and saying, Glory 
to God in the high- 


est and on earth 


peace, good will 


toward men.” 
Luke 2: 13, 14. 


SONG TO THE CREATOR. 


Wake, all ye soaring throngs 
and sing; 

Ye feathered warblers of the 
spring, 

Harmonious anthems raise 

To Him who shaped your finer 
mould, 

Who tipped your glittering 
wings with gold, 

And tuned your voice to 
praise. 


MADONNA AND CHILD — OUR EASTER PICTURE. 


Used by kind permission of L. C. Page & Co., Publishers, 


196 Summer St., Boston. 


EASTER-TIDE. | 


Oh, rare as the splendor of lilies, 
And sweet as the violet’s breath, 
Comes the jubilant morning of Easter, 
A triumph of life over death; 
For fresh from the earth’s quickened bosom 
Full baskets of flowers we bring, 
And scatter their satin soft petals 
To carpet a path for our King. 


We have groped through the twilight of sorrow, 
Have tasted the Marah of fears; 

But lo! in the gray of the dawning 
Breaks the hope of our long silent years, | 

And the loved and the lost we thought perished, | 
Who vanished afar in the night, 

Will return in the beauty of spring time 
To beam on our rapturous sight. 


Sweet Easter-tide pledges their coming, 
Serene beyond trouble and toil, 

As the lily upsprings in its freshness 
From the warm, throbbing heart of the soil, | 

And after all partings, reunion, } 
And after all wanderings, home; 

Oh, here is the balm for our heartache, 
As up to our Easter we come! 


In the countless green blades of the meadow, 
The sheen of the daffodil’s gold, 

In the tremulous blue on the mountains, 
The opaline mist on the wold, 

In the tinkle of brooks through the pasture, 
The river’s strong sweep to the sea, 

Are signs of the day that is hasting 
In gladness to you and to me. 


So dawn in thy splendor of lilies, 
Thy fluttering violet breath, 
O jubilant morning of Easter, 
Thou triumph of life over death! 
For fresh from the earth’s quickened bosom 
Full baskets of flowers we bring, 
And scatter their satin soft petals 
To carpet a path for our King. 


MARGARET R. SANGSTER. 


THE PICKET GUARD. 
“All quiet along the Potomac,” they say, 
“Except now and then a stray picket 


Is shot, as he walks on his beat to and fro, 
By a rifleman hid in the thicket. 


‘Tis nothing; a private or two, now and then, 
Will not count in the news of the battle; 

Not an officer lost—only one of the men, 
Moaning out, all alone, the death rattle.” 


All quiet along the Potomac to-night, 
Where the soldiers lie peacefully dreaming; 


| Their tents, in the rays of the clear autumn moon, 


Or the light of the watch-fires, are gleaming. 


A tremulous sigh, as the gentle night wind 
Through the forest leaves softly is creeping; 


| While stars up above, with their glittering eyes, 


Keep guard — for the army is sleeping. 


There’s only the sound of the lone sentry’s tread, 
As he tramps from the rock to the fountain, 

As he thinks of the two in the low trundle bed, 
Far away in the cot on the mountain. 


His musket falls slack; his face, dark and grim, 
Grows gentle with memories tender, 

As he mutters a prayer for the children asleep, 
For their mother — may Heaven defend her! 


| The moon seems to shine just as brightly as then,— 


The night when the love, yet unspoken, 
Leaped up to his lips—when low-murmured vows 
Were pledged to be ever unbroken. 


Then drawing his sleeve roughly over his eyes, 
He dashes off tears that are welling, 

And gathers his gun closer up to its place, 
As if to keep down the heart swelling. 


He passes the fountain, the blasted pine tree— 
The footstep is lagging and weary; 

Yet onward he goes, through the broad belt of light, 
Toward the shade of the forest so dreary. 


Hark! was it the night wind that rustled the leaves? 
Was it the moonlight so wondrously flashing? 

It looked like arifie. ‘‘Ha! Mary, good-byi” 
And the life-blood is ebbing and plashing. 


All quiet along the Potomac to-night— 
No sound save the rush of the river; 

While soft falls the dew on the face of the dead— 
The picket’s off duty forever. 
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NEW BAND OF MERCY BADGES. 


There having been a wide call for cheaper Band 
of Mercy badges, we have succeeded in adding to 
the kinds we have been using a new badge in the 
two sizes above represented. They are very handsome 
—a white star on a blue ground, with gilt letters, 
and we sell them at bare cost, five for ten cents, in 
money or postage stamps, or larger numbers at 


same price. We cannot attend to smaller orders 
than jive. 


WM. PENN. 
Why was it that while the other American 
colonies were in constant fights, Wm. Penn 


lived in perfect peace with all the Indian 
tribes about him? 


WAR A RELIC OF BARBARISM. 
HENRY WOOD, in Boston Evening Transcript of Mar. 9. 


Under civilized conditions war has no place. 
It is rampant animalism, or rather it is worse, 
because animals, not being endowed with rea- 
son, know no better. A resort to brute force, 
whether betWeen individuals, communities or 
nations, never can right a wrong. Except for 
the purest self-defence it is essentially a crime, and 
no sophistical gloss can make it otherwise. 
Disguise it as we may, it is simply mutual mur- 
der on a colossal scale. 

It is a fundamental and admitted principle 
that he who incites a crime morally shares in 
its guilt. To stimulate the same through 
monumental lying doubly deepens the outrage. 
The sensationalist who persistently tries to 
light the flames of war between two great 
nations (and more than two might be involved) 
in order to sell a few more papers is as truly 
an incendiary as the fanatic who blew up the 
Maine, provided she were not accidentally de- 
stroyed. 

The degradation of the yellow journalism of 
the period is a burning disgrace upon the 
American national character, for the press of 
no other people on earth has ever wallowed in 
such a mire. We talk of national honor. Dis- 
honor is possible only from within. 

There have been in Cuba those things which 
are always a part of a war: cruelty, death, 
suffering and destruction. Are these to be 
righted by multiplying them a hundred fold? 
Weyler was brutal; therefore we will retaliate 
by slaying ten times as many as he did! To 
the million and a half of involved Cubans, we 
will add seventy millions of Americans who are 
now enjoying the fruits of peace and prosperity. 
How logical! The same press that properly 
expressed the deep grief of a whole city over 
the loss of six gallant firemen dilates upon the 
probable sacrifice of a thousand times as many 
valuable lives with a levity of spirit with which 
they would contemplate a holiday celebration. 

The logic of war is so abnormal that it may 
truly be classed as a contagious and collective 
insanity. Reason is suspended and passion 
rules. The arch enemy of mankind, of Chris- 
tianity, of the home, of virtue and of industry 


is enthroned, decorated and clothed in a robe of 
patriotism. A great social structure of national 
life, happiness, good will and civil and religi- 
ous prosperity reared with infinite pains is to 
be honeycombed and shaken by a tornado of preju- 
dice and passion. 

We are rightfully shocked at bull-fights, 
disgusted with pugilism, worried over a dog- 
fight, indignant at vivisection and pained at 
cruelty to animals, but roll these all together 
and multiply them by a million and they are 
not yet war. Js it this which is yet sanctioned 
by Christian (?) nations? 

The President, so far, has calmly and firmly 
stemmed the deluge of baseless sensationalism 
that is daily telegraphed from Key West and 
Havana, but he sorely needs the moral support of 
all the saving elements of the nation. The 
generation which has come upon the stage 
since the great civil conflict knows something 
of the poetry of war, but little of its reality. It 
has been most exactly defined by the man who 
knew it most intimately—General Sherman— 
** War is hell!” 

The yellow sensationalists are willing that 
the fathers, husbands, sons and lovers of 
other people should be sacrificed, but should 
there be an actual conflict it may safely be 
assumed that, as a rule, they would stay at home 
and jight through the instrumentality of black 
headlines. 

But great as the physical and industrial loss 
from war might be, it would be far overshadowed 
by the accompanying moral and spiritual demoral- 
ization. Prospective ‘* peace on earth and good 
will to men” would be pushed back by the 
surging forces of hatred, and all that is lowest 
in human nature would come to the front. 

Why do ministers of the gospel [ambassadors of 
the Prince of Peace], humanitarians and re- 
formers so generally remain silent? ‘here is 
one notable exception—bless her great heart! 
Mrs. Elizabeth Stuart Phelps Ward has had 
the boldness to call things by their right 
names during the present national tempest of 
antagonism. 


ONE BULLET’S WORK. 


So you're tal:ing the census, master? There’s three of 
us living still, 

My wife, an’ I, an’ our only son that folks call Whis- 
pering Bill ; 

But Bill couldn’t tell ye his name, sir, an’ so it’s 
hardly worth giving, 

For ye see a bullet killed his mind, an’ left his body 
living. 


Sit down fora minute, master; you see Bill was only 
fifteen 

At the time o’ the War, an’ as likely a boy as ever 
this world has seen; 

An‘ what with the news 0’ battles lost, the speeches 
an’ all the noise, 

I guess every farm in the neighborhood lost a part 
of its crop of boys. 


'T was harvest-time when Billlefthome; every stalk 
in the fields o’ rye 

Seemed to stand tip toe to see him off an’ wave him 
a fond good-bye; 

His sweetheart was here with some other girls—the 
saucy little miss! 

An’ pretending she wanted to whisper ’n his ear, 
she gave him a rousing kiss. 


Oh, he was a han’some fellow, an’ tender an’ brave 
an’ smart, 

An’ tho’ he was bigger than I was, the boy had a 
woman’s heart. 

I couldn’t control my feelings, but I tried with all 
my might, 

An’ his mother an’ me stood a crying till Bill was 
out o’ sight. 


His mother she often told him when she knew he 
was going away 

That God would take care 0’ him, maybe, if he didn’t for- 
get to pray; 

An’ on the bloodiest battle-fields, when bullets 
whizzed in the air, 

An’ Bill was a-fighting desperit, he used to whisper a 
prayer. 


Oh, his comrades have often told me that Bill never 
flinched a bit 

When every second a gap in the ranks told where a 
ball had hit. 

An’ one night when the field was covered with the- 
awful harvest of war, 

They found my boy 'mongst the martyrs of the 
cause he was fighting for. 


His fingers were clutched in the dewy grass—O, no, 
sir, he wasn’t dead, 

But he lay sort of helpless an’ crazy with a rifle-ball 
in his head; 

An’ if Bill had really died that night I’d give all I’ve- 
got worth giving; 

For ye see the bullet had killed his mind an’ left his 
body living. 


An officer wrote an’ told us how the boy had been 
hurt in the fight, 

But he said that the doctors reckoned that they 
could bring him around all right. 

An’ then we heard from a neighbor, disabled at 
Malvern Hill, 

That he thought in the course of a week or so, he’d 
be coming home with Bill. 


We was that anxious to see him we'd sit up ane 
talk at nights 

Till the break of day had dimmed the stars an’ put 
out the northern lights; 

We waited and watched for a month or more, an’ the 
summer was nearly past, 

When a letter came one day that said they'd started 
for home at last. 


I'll never forget the day Bill came—'twas harvest- 
time again— 

An’ the air blown over the yellow fields was sweet 
with the scent of the grain; 

The dooryard was full o° the neighbors, who had come to 
share our joy, 

An’ all of us sent up a mighty cheer at the sight of that 
soldier boy. 


An’ all of a sudden somebody said: “ Alas! don’t 
the boy know his mother?” 

An’ Bill stood a-whispering fearful like, an’ staring 
from one to another: 

“Don’t be afraid, Bill,” said he to himself, as he 
stood in his coat of blue, 

“ Why, God'll take care of you, Bill, God'll take care of 
you.” 


He seemed to be loading an’ firin’a gun, and to act 
like a man who hears 

The awful roar of the battle-field a-sounding in his 
ears; 

I saw that the bullet had touched his brain an’ some- 
how made it blind, 

With the picture of war before his eyes an’ the fear 
of death in his mind. 


I grasped his hand, an’ says I to Bill, “ Don’t ’ee 
remember me? 

I’m yerfather—don’t’ee know me? How frightened 
ye seem to be!” 

But the boy kept a whispering to himself, asif twas 
all he knew, 

God'll take care of you, Bill, God'lUl take care of you.” 


He’s never known us since that day, nor his sweet- 
heart, an’ never will; 

Father an’ mother an’ sweetheart are all the same 
to Bill. 

And many’s the time his mother sits up the whole night 
through, 

An’ smooths his head an’ says, ‘“ Yes, Bill, God 
will take care of you.” 


Unfortunate? Yes, but wecan’tcomplain. It’sa liv- 
ing death more sad, 

When the body clings to a life of shame an’ the sou) 
has gone to the bad; 

An’ Bill is out of the reach of harm and danger of 
every kind, 

We only take care of his body, but God takes care of his 
mind. 


Independent. 
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FROM “THE OLD WAR HORSE” IN 
‘*BLACK BEAUTY.” 


* * * * ~ 


‘*But what about the fighting 2” said I, ‘* was 
not that worse than anything else?” 

‘¢ Well,” said he, ‘‘I hardly know: we al- 
ways liked to hear the trumpet sound, and to 
be called out, and were impatient to start off, 
though sometimes we had to stand for hours, 
waiting for the word of command; I believe 
so long as we felt our rider firm in the saddle, 
and his hand steady on the bridle, not one of 
us gave way to fear, not even when the terrible 
bombshells whirled through the air and burst 
into a thousand pieces. 

‘*T, with my noble master, went into many 
actions together without a wound; and though 
I saw horses shot down with bullets, pierced 
through with lances, and gashed with fearful 
sabre-cuts; though we left them dead on the 
field, or dying in the agony of their wounds, 
I don’t think I feared for myself. My master’s 
cheery voice, as he encouraged his men, made 
me feel as if he and I could not be killed. I 
had such perfect trust in him that whilst he 
was guiding me I was ready to charge up to 
the cannon’s mouth. I saw many brave men 
cut down, many fall wounded from their sad- 
dles. J had heard the cries and groans of the 
dying, | had cantered over ground slippery 
with blood, and frequently had to turn aside 
to avoid trampling on wounded man or horse, 
but, until one dreadful day, I had never felt 
terror; that day I shall never forget.” 

Here old Captain paused for awhile and 
drew a long breath; I waited, and he went on. 

‘* Tt was one autumn morning, and as usual, 
an hour before daybreak our cavalry had 
turned out, ready caparisoned for the day’s 
work, whether it might be fighting or waiting. 
‘The men stood by their horses waiting, ready 
for orders. As the light increased, there 
seemed to be some excitement among the 
officers; and before the day was well begun 
we heard the firing of the enemy’s guns. 

‘* Then one of the officers rode up and gave 
the word for the men to mount, and in a sec- 
ond every man was in his saddle, and every 
horse stood expecting the touch of the rein, or 
the pressure of his rider’s heels, all animated, 
alleager; but still we had been trained so well 
that, except for the champing of our bits, and 
the restive tossing of our heads from time to 
time, it could not be said that we stirred. 

‘* My dear master and I were at the head of 
the line, and as all sat motionless and 
watchful, he took a little stray lock of my 
mane which had turned over on the wrong 
side, laid it over on the right, and smoothed it 
down with his hand; then patting my neck, 
he said,‘ We shall have a day of it to-day, 
Bayard, my beauty; but we'll do our duty as 
we have done.’ He stroked my neck that 
morning more, I think, than he had ever done 
before; quietly on and on, as if he were think- 
ing of something else. I loved to feel his 
hand on my neck, and arched my crest proudly 
and happily; but I stood very still, for I knew 
all his moods, and when he liked me to be 
quiet, and when gay. 

‘* I cannot tell all that happened on that day, 
but I will tell of the last charge that we made 
together ; it was across a valley right in front 
of the enemy’s cannon. By this time we were 
well used to the roar of heavy guns, the rattle 
of musket fire, and the flying of shot near us; 
but never had I been under such a fire as we 


Our Ameri- 


can Humane 
Education 
Society has 
printed and 
caused to be 
printed and 
circulated in 
various lan- 
guages, more 
than two 
millions 
copies of 
‘Black 


Beauty.’’ 


The American 
people want no 
Only the 
contractors, 


war, 


speculators and 
jingo politi- 
cians and news- 
papers want 


war. creature. 


A man who never in his whole life was present at a gambling football 
game—or a gambling polo game—or a gambling steeple-chase—or a gam- 
bling horse-race—or ever thought it fun to wound or kill any harmless 


rode through on that day. From the right, | 


from the left, and from the front, shot and 
shell poured in upon us. Many a brave man 
went down, many a horse fell, flinging his 
rider to the earth; many a horse without a 
rider ran wildly out of the ranks; then, terri- 
fied at being alone, with no hand to guide him, 
came pressing in amongst his old companions, 
to gallop with them to the charge. 

‘* Fearful as it was, no one stopped, no one 
turned back. Every moment the ranks were 
thinned, but as our comrades fell, we closed in 
to keep them together; and instead of being 
shaken or staggered in our pace, our gallop 
became faster and faster as we neared the 
cannon, all clouded in white smoke, while the 
red fire flashed through it. 

‘*My master, my dear master was cheering 
on his comrades with his right arm raised on 
high, when one of the balls whizzing close to 
my head, struck him. I felt him stagger with 
the shock, though he uttered nocry; I tried 
to check my speed, but the sword dropped 
from his right hand, the rein fell loose from 


the left, and sinking backward from the saddle | 
| he fell to the earth; 


the other riders swept 
past us, and by the force of their charge I was 
driven from the spot where he fell. 

‘*T wanted to keep my place by his side, and 
not leave him under that rush of horses’ feet, 
but it was in vain; and now without a master 
or a friend, I was alone on that great slaugh- 


| them.” 


ter ground; then fear took hold on me, and I 
trembled as I had never trembled before; and 
I too, as I had seen other horses do, tried to join 
in the ranks and gallop with them; but I was 
beaten off by the swords of the soldiers. Just 
then, a soldier whose horse had been killed 
under him, caught at my bridle and mounted 
me; and with this new master I was again go- 
ing forward; but our gallant company was 
cruelly overpowered, and those who remained 
alive after the fierce fight for the guns, came 
galloping back over the same ground. Some 
of the horses had been so badly wounded that they 
could scarcely move from the loss of blood; other 
noble creatures were trying on three legs to drag 
themselves along, and others were struggling to 
rise on their fore feet, when their hind legs had 
been shattered by shot. Their groans were piteous 
to hear, and the beseeching look in their eyes as 
those who escaped passed by, and left them to their 
fate, I shall never forget. After the battle the 
wounded men were brought in, and the dead 
were buried. 


* * * * * 


“Do you know what they fought about?” said I. 
‘*No,” he said, *‘ that is more than a horse 


| can understand, but the enemy must have 
| been awfully wicked people, if it was right to 


go all that way over the sea on purpose to kill 
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ANGELL PRIZE CONTESTS. 


A splendid way to raise money in schools. 
churches, Sunday-schools, or elsewhere for 
any object preferred. 


ANGELL PRIZE OON- 
TESTS IN HUMANE 
SPEAKING. 


We have beauti- 
ful sterling silver 
medals, of which 


ORATORY, 


this cut shows 
the size and face 
inscriptions. 
On the back is 
inscribed ‘ The 


American Humane 
Education Society.”’ 


We sell them at one dollar each, which is just | 
what we pay for them by the hundred. 


Each is in a box on red velvet, and we make 
no charge for postage when sent by mail. 


The plan is this: Some large church or public 
hall is secured, several schools or Sunday-schools are 
invited to send their best speaker or reciter to com- 
pete for the prize medal; some prominent citizen 
presides; other prominent citizens act as the com- 
mittee of award, and a small admission fee, ten or 
twenty cents, pays all the costs, and leaves a hand- 
some balance for the local humane society or “Band of 
Mercy,” or school or Sunday-school or church or lib- 
rary or any other object preserred. 

It is a splendid and easy way to raise money. 

We have a book of 192 pages describing the plan 
and containing beautiful selections to be used by 
the speakers and reciters in these contests, which our 
“American Humane Education Society" sends to those | 
who are going to contest, on receipt of six cents in 
postage stamps to pay postage; and fo ali others for 
sixteen cents in postage stamps, which is precisely | 
what they cost us with postage. 

Every school] taking part wants to attend, so do 
parents and friends; good music is added, and a full 
audience is insured, and a very enthusiastic one, for | 
every school of course cheers its champion, and, | 
for a week after, the merits of what was said and how 
it was said will be discussed, not only by children 
but by parents. 


As before stated, these prize contests have been 
already recommended by the Master of the National 
Grange for all the Granges of our country—also by 
the National Superintendent of the Department of 
Mercy of the W. C. T. U., to be adopted by that 
organization all over the country, and they have 
attracted notice from the press as far off as London 
and Australia. 


We have already many orders for both books and 
medals, and on our table are interesting accounts 
of their success in various cities and towns. 


PRIZES 8675. 


In behalf of The Massachusetts Society for the Pre. | 
vention of Cruelty to Animals 1 do hereby offer (1) 
$100 for evidence which shall enable the Society to 
convict any man in Massachusetts of cruelty in the 
practice of vivisection. 

(2.) $25 for evidence to convict of violating the | 
recently-enacted law of Massachusetts against vivi- 
sections and dissections in our public schools. 

(3.) $100 for evidence to convict any member of | 
the Myopia, Hingham, Dedham, Harvard or Country 
Clubs, of a criminal vioiation of law by causing his horse 
to be mutilated for life. 

(4.) #50 for evidence fo convict anyone in Massa- 
chusetis of a violation of law by causing any horse to 
be mutilated for life by docking. 

(5.) Twenty prizes of $10 each, and forty prizes 
of $5 each, for evidence to convict of violating the | 
laws of Massachusetts by killing any insect-eating © 
bird or taking eggs from its nest. 


GEO. T. ANGELL, President. 


| thousands of business firms and men. 


| horse. 


OUR PRIZE STORY PRICES. 


Black Beauty in paper covers, 6 cents at 
office, or 10 cents mailed ; cloth bound, 25 cents 
each at office, or 30 cents mailed. 

Hollyhurst, Strike at Shane’s, Four Months in 
New Hampshire, also Mr. Angell’s Autobiography, 
in paper covers, 6 cents each at office, or 10 
cents mailed; cloth bound, 20 cents each at 
office, or 25 cents mailed. 

Beautiful Joe at publishers’ price, 60 cents at 
office, or 72 cents mailed. Cheaper edition, 
25 cents; mailed, 30 cents. Both editions cloth 
bound. 

Postage stamps are acceptable for all remit- 
tances. 


OUR DUMB ANIMALS. 


What is its circulation? 
Answer — Regularly between 50,000 and 60,000, and 
sometimes it has been from 100,000 to 200,000. 


IT GOES EACH MONTH TO 


All members of our two Humane Societies. Several 
All Massa- 
chusetts clergy, Protestant and Roman Catholic. 
All Massachusetts lawyers, physicians, bank presi- 
dents and cashiers, postmasters, school superin- 


| tendents, large numbers of writers, speakers and 
| teachers through the State. 


About 500 of the So- 
ciety’s agents in almost every Massachusetts city 
and town. 

‘* Bands of Mercy” through the State. Many sub- 
scribers and others through the State. The Boston 
police. The Massachusetts legislature. Hundreds 
of coachmen, drivers and teamsters. The editors of 
all Massachusetts newspapers and other publications. 
Many newspaper reporters. 

All our Humane Societies throughout the entire 
world. Large numbers of subscribers in our own 
and foreign countries. Thousands of our Bands of 
Mercy in our own and other countries. Members of 
our National Congress. Presidents of all American Col- 
leges and Universities north of Mexico. Writers, speak- 
ers, teachers, and many others in various States and 
Territories. Theeditors of over twenty thousand Amer- 


ican publications, including all in our own country and | 


British America. 

Of these over twenty thousand we have good rea- 
sons for believing that not less than nineteen thou- 
sand, and perhaps more, are read either by editors or 
by their wives and children. 


‘The Humane Horse Book,” compiled by George T. 


Angell, is a work which should be read by every | 


man, woman and child in the country. Price, 


| 5 cents.—Boston Courier. 


For Light to Benefit Mankind, written by a New York 
Vice-president of our American Humane Education 
Society—gratuitously circulated by American Humane 
Education Society—write us. 


In hiring a herdic, coupe, or other carriage never 
forget to look at the horses and hire those that look 
the best and have no docked tails. When we takea 
herdic we pick out one drawn by a good horse, tell 
the driver notto hurry, but take it easy, and give 
him five or ten cents over his fare for being kind 
to his horse. We never ride behind a dock-tailed 


Send for prize essays published by Our American 
Humane Education Society on the best plan of settling 
the difficulties between capital and labor, and re- 
ceive a copy without charge. 


Is it cruel to keep ahorse locked up ina stable without | 


exercise? 


Answer: Just as cruel as it would be to keep a 
boy, or girl, or man, or woman in the same condi- 
tion. 

Iftothis is added solitary confinement without the 
company of other animals, then the cruelty is still 
greater. GEO. T. ANGELL. 


Refuse to ride in any cab, herdic or carriage 
drawn by a docked horse, and tell the driver 
why. 


SONGS OF HAPPY LIFE, &c. 


For prices of Miss S. J. Eddy’s new book, above 
named, and a variety of humane publications, ad- 
dress Art and Natural Study Publishing Co., Provi- 
dence, R. I. 


<i 


MUSIC AND REFRESHMENTS FOL- 
LOWED THE DEBATE. 
(From Boston Herald.) 


“Itis with profound disgust that I read yesterday 
of adebate on vivisection taking place at the Col- 
lege of Physicians and Surgeons. A. H. Thomas- 
sen and J. H. Wightman defended vivisection, and 
J.G. Harper and E. M. Vrooman opposed it. The 
judges decided in favor of vivisection, and the even- 
ing’s debate then ended with music and refreshment. By 
the time these young men have attained their di- 
plomas it is to be hoped legislation will have made 
vivisection unlawful. The arguments in favor of 
this cruel act we allknow. We have heard that the 
animals rather enjoy having their entrails cut out, 
and prefer to do without any anzwsthetic, even if it 
does hurt alittle more. They are fond of being bound 
and slashed at by knives, and they like those ‘inter- 
missions’ given them in which to recover conscious- 
ness, in order that callow men of science may see 
for themselves just how nature works. Cruel? Oh, 
no! Rabbits have no feeling. They area very low, 
nervousorganization. Anddogs? Well, dogs willdo 
anything to serve their master,man. They have been 
known to lay down their life for him, and to die of grief 
upon his grave. Therefore, squeeze him intothe rack 
and lay bare the brain and watch the pulsation! 
Isn’t it fine? That is the way man’s brain quivers, 
and if you will press one of the dog’s toes you will 
see more, or words to that effect. Vivisection is the 
noble necessity of science. Young men must have it. 
It won’t make the human being any more cruel, be- 
| cause he is already gifted with a superabundance 
| of cruelty. Itis merely latent, and this butchering 
of cats, dogs, rabbits, old, forlorn horses and what 
not only developsit. Sufficient animals have been 
| sacrificed to the cause to furnish medical students 
| with exact knowledge for all time. What is done 
now isa Nero-like repetition of the old, old facts. 
A sort of ‘experience-for-yourself’ cruelty, which 
professors consider a shortcut for theirnew classes, 
and which is more facile to comprehend than medi- 
ecallore. Shame onthe youth who will blind him- 
| self by this specious, unmoral reasoning of the 
vivisectionists, and who can bring himself to be- 
lieve that cruelty is not cruelty because science says 
otherwise. Jfman has arrived at the stage where that 
| word has no significance to him, where he feels no sympa- 
thy at the pangs he injlicts, then this vivisection has 
accomplished its purpose, indeed. For the more indif- 
ferent the world becomes to this suffering of the 
dumb and helpless, the worst must it be for the in- 
dividual whose moral status sinks to the level of 
the savage. ‘ Musicand refreshments followed the de- 
bate.’""— Chatterer, in Boston Herald. 


We have repeatedly asked for a single in- 
stance in which any important new medical 
discovery has been made in the past 25 years 
in Massachusetts, New England, or the United 
States by virisection, with the name and resi- 
dence of the discoverer, and though this paper 
goes every month to several thousand physi- 
cians, have received no reply. 


> 


$1000. 


| In behalf of ‘‘The Massachusetts Society 
for the Prevention of Cruelty to Animals” 
I offer One Thousand Dollars for evidence to 
convict ten persons in Massachusetts of viola- 
tion of our state law by cruel vivisection— 
| namely, One Hundred Dollars for evidence in 
| each case. 
‘*‘ Blessed are the merciful: for they shall 
obtain mercy.” 
GEO. T. ANGELL, President. 


| 
| 
| 
| 


THE RED CROSS OF 
EUROPE AND AMERICA. 


Into the shell-shattered city 
of Strasburg on the morning 
after its capitulation to the 
Grand Duke of Baden, there 
walked unguarded, unat- 
tended save by a maid, a 
slight delicate woman in a 
dark, plain dress, with a scar- 
let cross wrought in her sleeve 
above the elbow. ‘Through 
the battalions of conquering 
troops which guarded the 
city she went fearlessly, 
unchallenged and unmo- 
lested, and the sentinels on 
the ramparts grounded their 
muskets as she touched the 
scarlet symbol on her arm, 
and hurried past them over 
the heaps of dead and dy- 
ing, into the heart of the 
stricken city. She found 
famine, fire, terror, a shat- 
tered city surrendering 
through hunger, its hos- 
pitals filled with wounded 


women and children, its 
streets swarming with half- 
naked, half-starved, fren- 
zied people, a city whose 
able-bodied men were all in the conscripted 
ranks of the French army or in the prisons 
of Germany. 

Through the instrumentality of the stranger, 
in forty days the hungry were fed, the sick 
healed, and the nakei clothed. Boxes of 
supplies came by hundreds into the city, 
marked ever with the scarlet symbol she 
wore, mouey poured into her treasury faster 
than she could spend it, and scores of brave 
nurses and heroic assistants gathered about 
her. White hands that had never known 
labor bound the searlet badge on their arms, 
and the proudest ladies of Germany, under 
the sign of the crimson cross, went down to 
the help and succor of the city which their 
troops had conquered. Indeed, so abundant 
were the offerings of clothing that a message 
was sent to the Empress, ‘* You are making 
paupers of Strasburg with your generosity ; 
send me material rather than clothing, that | 
may hire them made up here, and thus create 
an industry for the people.’’ The material 
was sent, and twice each week hundreds of 
women went to her door with baskets on their 
arms to receive their work, for which they 
were abundantly paid. Forty thousand neatly 
fashioned garments of assorted sizes were 
packed in boxes stamped with the scarlet cross. 

The Commune had fallen in Paris. The 
crash of the column Vendome still thrilled in 
the startled air. The flames of the Hotel de 
Ville lit the city with the lurid light. The 
streets were reeking with blood, and the air 
was heavy with the groans of the dying. 

Suddenly there appeared the same vision 
of merey that came to the need of Strasburg. 
Pale, dust-covered, travel-worn, and well nigh 
exhausted, for she had walked seven miles into 
the city (90,000 horses having been eaten by 
the people, none were left for transportation.) 
The German troops outside the city detained 
her with no questions when they caught the gleam 
of the scarlet cross. Cordons of French soldiers | 


WHITTIER’S BIRTHPLACE, HAVERHILL. 
Described in “Snow-Bound.”” Copyright, 1897, by E. M. Perry. 


guarding the streets lowered their bayonets 
as she touched the glowing symbol, and the 
sullen, frenzied mob made way for her to pass. 

The Mayor had been reinstated in his office 
but a few hours, the dust of months lay thick 
on books and papers, his assistants were 
hurrying to and fro and writing frantically. 
The Mayor himself was anxious, weary, heart- 
sick. Suddenly a soft voice sounded in his 
ear, an earnest, resolute, tender woman's face 
was lifted to his own, he caught the gleam of 
the scarlet cross, and heard the low, clear 
words, ‘* Mayor, [have come to help you. I 
have 40,000 garments in my boxes outside the 
city, aud plenty, of money.’’ The Mayor's 
house was instantly at her disposal, but she 
argued, ‘‘ It is too grand for my work; give 
me some humble place where the poor will not 
be afraid to come to me.” 

‘* Madam, eight months ago I left my home, 
as I supposed, to be burned—-to-day, through 
the grace of God, it stands intact. Is it too 
good for God's poor? Make it your head- 
quarters—they will go to you anywhere.” 

The history of Strasburg repeats itself, and 
the hungry were fed, the naked clothed, the 
poor taught self-helpfulness, and then the 
woman of the red cross vanished. 

When the Mississippi cverflowed its banks 
in 1884, and people were without homes, food, 
money, or seed for the next season’s planting, 
suddenly out of the turbulent waters a steamer 
laden to her guards with every variety of 
provender, sustenance and comfort for man 
and beast, came to the rescue of the suffering 
people. Whence she came, how provisioned, 
by whom supplied, no one knew; only a 
woman stood at the helm, with a cross of crimson 
on her sleeve, and at the mast a banner floated 
—a shield of white crossed with scarlet bars. 
When the floods abated and the needs were all 
supplied, the strange craft vanished and her 
colors were hauled down in an unknown port. 

High up in the Balkan mountains the sol- 


diers of Bulgaria were freezing and dying 
for want of supplies. Word came to the 
woman with the scarlet cross, was forwarded 
to her colleagues in various cities, and before 
night this telegram was sent from New 
Albany: ‘* Call on us for $500 for the Balkan 
soldiers.” The message was cablegrammed to 
Geneva, Switzerland, the next morning: ** The 
Red Cross of America sends $500 to the Balkan 
soldiers.’ ‘Telegrams were sent from Geneva 
to Bulgaria, goods were purchased to that 
amount, and the next day after the woman of 
the red cross received the call of need, high 
up in the fastnesses of the Bulgarian moun- 
tains the soldiers were receiving the warm 
garments sent. 

Who is this mysterious woman that controls the 
soldiers of opposing armies and commands the 
Exchange of the world with the gleam of the scarlet 
cross? 

Heroes of the rebellion know her as the first 
woman nurse to bring comfort and succor to 
the wounded. Surgeons remember when her 
white tented wagons drove upon the field the 
things most needed were at hand. The army 
of the Potomac know her and the heroes of 
Morris Island have never forgotten the only 
woman who remained on the island, caring for 
the wounded while the shot and shell fell like 
hail. The Andersonville prisoners remember 
the woman who took them by the hand, and 
the widows and mothers of the Andersonville 
dead will ever remember her at whose request 
the bodies of the 30,000 men who died there 
were identified and buried in marked graves. 
The sufferers of the Ohio floods, Michigan 
fires, Charleston earthquake, Texas drought, 
and recent Mount Vernon tornado can tell you 
who she is, and every sovereign in Europe 
koows well the name and works of Clara 
Barton, the President of the ‘‘American Red 
Cross.” 

[Who would not rather be Clara Barton 
than King, Queen, or Emperor. ]—EDITOR. 
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Our Dumb Animals. 


READING, PENNSYLVANIA. 


We have received a very interesting account of 
one of our Prize Speaking Contests in humane 
speaking at Reading, Pennsylvania, February 18th. 
Gen. D. McGregg presided, and Judge H. Willis 
Bland made the introductory address. 


WASHINGTON. 


We are glad to learn that the State of Washington 
has enacted a law prohibiting vivisection, etc., in 
the schools of that State under penalty of not less 
than $50 nor more than $100. 


HON. PERLIE A. DYAR. 


We are glad to receive from the Chairman of 
our Boston Board of Aldermen on this February 
25th a generous check to aid our work, which he 
declares in his letter to be ‘“‘one of the noblest in 
ewhich man can be engaged.” 


PLEASANT AND AMUSING. 

Our correspondence, as our readers know, is so 
large that we cannot undertake to read one letter in 
twenty which comes to us, but our good friend who 
reads our letters every morning frequently puts on 
our table some whichcontain pleasant and amusing 
newspaper cuttings. 

Among the last named is one received this morn- 
ing from a Western paper, which represents that 
we haven't a level head and that our paper is doing 
more harm than good; by same mail a cutting from 
another Western paper which takes quite a con- 
trary view, declaring ‘“‘there is not a home in the 
United States that can afford to be without Our 
Dumb Animals,” and that “it is worth more than its 
weight in gold" —and a third containing a leading edi- 
torial from the Daily Herald of the City of Mexico, 
which is so pleasant that we are quite sure our 
friends will be glad to read it, and so give it in full 
as follows: 

“Our Dumb Animals”’ is the title of a handsome 
little paper which comes from Boston and is edited 
by a man of the stamp of St. Francis of Assisi, 
named most appropriately Angell, whois a friend 
-of the lower animals and is doing a great and good 
work in promoting a love of the dumb creatures of 
the earth. The paper remarks that its most impor- 
‘tant work is “ Talking each month to the editors of 
every newspaper and magazine in North America, north 
of Mexico.” Let the excellent Boston advocate of 
the humane treatment of the animals get out a 
Spanish edition as delightfully written and as 
handsomely illustrated as his English paper and he 
will aid in the dissemination of a great principle in 
Latin America. The sore-backed donkeys of our moun- 
tain trails, packing goods to otherwise inaccessible 
points, and carrying Mr. Rockefeller’s holy oil to 
light the cabins of the peasantry of Mexico, or toting 
other goods—the miserable horses of our bull-rings, and 
the canine wai/s of our cities will, with all their ele- 
mental souls, rise up and bless the Boston gentle- 
man who is doing the work of humanity and de- 
<eency in this too cruel world. The Mexican people 
love animals; but often the poorer people here are 
thoughtless. Household pets abound and live hap- 
pily under the big white sun of this tropicland; but 
there is plenty of work for a Spanish ‘‘ Dumb Animals” 
between the Rio Grande and the Straits of Magellan. 

One could wish to shake the hand of this Boston 
Angell, so noble a work is he doing. 


SPITTING IN THE CARS. 
We are glad to receive the following communica- 
tion from a Lawrence (Kansas) editor: 


DEAR Sir:—In your February number I notice an 
article headed “ Spitting in the cars.” 

In Kansas City there is a notice posted in each 
car stating that spitting on the floor is forbidden by 
order ofthe Board of Health. I frequently ride on 


| hill was just six weeks and one day. 


THE GROWTH OF HYPNOTISM. 


Various articles sent to us on the above subject 
make it clear to our mind that the danger of hyp- 
notism is becoming very great in this country and 
that our medical journals and medical men and the 
press generally should warn the public against 
them, and it seems to u3 that the time is not far 
distant when very severe laws will be needed to 
prevent its practice by irresponsible persons. 


TWO EDITORS. 


Editor Patrick Donahoe, who is one of the oldest 


men in Boston, is getting his picture in the papers | 


as having been cured by a well-advertised medi- 
cine. Wedon't think Mr. Donahoe’s long life and 
present good health are altogether due to the medi- 
cine advertised under his picture. Mr. Donahoe be- 
gan life with a good constitution, and did nothing 
to lose it; this accounts for his long lease of life and 
the ease with which the medicine cured him of a 
local ailment. Another of our elderly men—one of 
the kind who are as industrious at seventy [five] 
as most men are at thirty—is Editor Angell of Our 
Dumb Animals. It is so easy to be an editor that it is 
no wonder editors live long and enjoy life.—Ror- 
bury Gazette. 


—> 


( From Boston Times of March 6th, 1898.) 
Iam always interested when I see something that 


which lay in her direct track, must ever re- 
main a mystery. If any one knows of a more 
remarkable case of instinct in a cat we should 
like to hear of it.—Lynn Reporter. 


(From the Louisville Courier-Journal.) 

We have lately been placed in the possession of a 
fact that shows how nearly allied to the reason of 
& man is the instinct of the brute creation. Not 
long since Mrs. B——, residing in one of the interior 
counties of Missouri, left her home on a visit to 
some relatives living in Henry county, in this State, 
bringing with her a favorite dog. On arriving in 
this city she missed her pet, and search and inquiry 
failing to elicit aught concerning him, she was com- 
pelled to continue her journey without him. Four- 
teen days after the lady had left her home the 
family were surprised at the re-appearance ot 
Fido,” whom they thought baying the moon” in 
far off Kentucky. 

Not less than nine hundred miles had been trav- 


| ersed by his dogship, and when it is remembered 


that he had been brought hither by rail, and could 
have had no trail to lead him back to his old quar- 
ters—that the broad Ohio and the still broader Mis- 


| Ssissippi, not to mention hundreds of streams of 


would please that ‘Society jor the Prevention of | 


Animals,” as the little girl called it. One breezy 


afternoon, not long ago, I saw standing on Hunt- | 
ington avenue a staid old horse, blanketed, and | 


eating his dinner out of a pail which hung around 
his neck. Justas I approached I saw that the pail 
had caught on some portion of the harness and the 
animal not only could not eat but seemed to be in 
imminent danger of tipping the remainder of his 
dinner out on the ground. While I was looking a 
pretty girl approaching from the other direction 
took in the situation at a glance and went tu the res- 
cue. She wore a light-colored, tailor-made dress 
witha bunch of violets pinned at one side, and I 
should have fancied her altogether too immaculate. 
ly gotten up to be willing to touch that old horse. 
She didn’t hesitate, however, and I’m sure she never 
looked prettier than when, with delicately gloved 
hand, she loosened the pail and gave the horse a 
kind little pat on his broad nose. Unimaginative 
people might have thought that the succession of bows 
he gave just as she left was due to his satisfaction in 
having his head free again, bnt I know that he 
meant them for a polite recognition of her kindness 
in helping him out of a bad fix. 


HOW DID SHE FIND HER HOME. 


About seven weeks ago, Mr. A. M. Sargent 
of this city brought from the town of Haver- 
hill a favorite cat and placed her in his store 
on Union street. The cat remained in the 
store, apparently quite contented, for three or 
four days, but one morning upon opening the 
store she was missing. Nothing more was 
heard of her, and it was supposed she had 
been killed, when one day this week she was 
heard seratching at the window of her old 
home in Haverhill. She looked jaded and 
weather beaten, but was otherwise in fair con- 
dition. The time that had elapsed between her 
departure from Lynn and her arrival in Haver- 
Whether 


| she was travelling all that time is of course 


not known. She was brought in a close box, 


| on the railroad, by the way of Georgetown, 


the different lines in that city and J have never yet | 


seen the order disobeyed. The notice seems to be suf- 
ficient. J. S. BOUGHTON. 


No Christian man or woman wants 
our nation involved in war. 


| been less than thirty to forty miles. 


Danvers and Salem, and the distance she must 
have travelled on her return could not have 
How she 
succeeded in finding her old home, which was 
a mile and a half westerly of the centre of the 
town, without any scent or possible means of 
guidance except her own instinct, crossing the 
Merrimac river and several small streams 


smaller proportions, lay between him and his pup- 
pyhood’s home, the journey was a remarkable one; 
and as such must ever distinguish this ‘dumb 
brute” as a remarkable dog. 


SPRING-SONG. 
BY MISS LUCY WHEELOCK. 
Old Mother Earth woke up from sleep, 
And found she was cold and bare; 
The winter was over, the spring was near, 
And she had not a dress to wear! 
Alas!’ she sighed with great dismay, 
“Oh, where shall I get my clothes, 
There's not a place to buy a suit, 
And a dressmaker no one knows.” 


“T'll make you a dress,” said the springing grass, 
Just looking above the ground; 
‘*A dress of green of the loveliest sheen, 
To cover you all around.” 
“ And we,” said the dandelions gay, 
“ Will dot it with yellow bright;"" 
“T’ll make it a fringe,” said forget-me-not, 
“Of blue, very soft and light.” 
“We'll embroider the front,” said the violets, 
‘With a lovely purple hue;” 
“And we,” said the roses, “will make you a 
crown 
Of red, jewelled over with dew.” 
** And we'll be your gems,” said a voice from the 
shade, 
“* Where the ladies’ ear-drops live— 
Orange is a color for any queen, 
And the best that we have to give.” 


Old Mother Earth was thankful and glad, 
And she put on her dress so gay; 

And that is the reason, my little ones, 
She is looking so lovely to-day. 


‘““WE FEEL VERY DEEPLY FOR SUFFER- 
ING ANIMALS.” 


We often receive letters [and occasionally 
see them in newspapers} containing the above 
sentiment, but coming from people who [as 
appears from our books] never gave us a six- 
pence in their lives to aid in the prosecution 
of our work. It reminds us of a man in one of 
our streets who was telling a crowd about the 
sympathy he was feeling with something that 
had happened, when some one else in the 


| crowd remarked to him, ‘‘Why don’t you feel 


in your pocket ?”’ 

And this again reminds us of a crowd who 
were telling how they pitied some one who had 
met with an accident, when a sailor came 
along and pulling out half a dollar said, Z 
pity him fifty cents; how much do the rest of you 
pity him?” 


| 
| | 
— 
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Our Dumb Animals. 


A TRUE HORSE STORY. 


On Madison street one day I paused to pat 
the nose of a beautiful horse which stood by 
the curb, and commiserate his misfortune, for 
this beautiful animal, though sleek of coat 
and shapely in body and limb, was apparently 
suffering most excruciating torture. His head 
had been checked inhumanely high, and the cruel 
bit, drawing tightly in his mouth, disfigured 
an animal face of unusual charm and intelli- 
gence. I was just fancying that the horse 
had begun to understand and appreciate my 
words of sympathy, when the lady who sat in 
the carriage holding the reins fumbled in her 
pocket, produced a lump of white sugar, and 
asked me to give it to the horse. 

‘* He is very fond of sugar,” she explained, 
‘‘and I have quite won his heart by feeding it 
to him. I always carry sugar in my pocket 
while out driving, and give him a lump at 
every opportunity. I never knew a horse to 
be so fond of sugar. Will you please give 
him another lump?” 

‘* Certainly,” I replied; ‘‘ | see that you are 
quite as fond of the horse as he is of sweets.” 

‘* Yes, I think everything of him.” 

‘* Then why do you torture him?” 

** Torture my Prince?” 

‘* Yes, that is just what you are doing. Do 
you know that the poor animal suffers agony be- 
cause his head is checked so unnaturally high? 
His neck is drawn out straight, producing a 
most ungraceful angle, he holds his head awk- 
wardly, the bit is hurting his mouth, and that 
graceful curvature of neck and carriage of head 
which are in his nature are now entirely lost. 
Why do you check him so high?” 

She didn’t know. She was not aware that high 
checking was a source of pain to horses, nor that 
it destroyed their natural beauty. She was 
amazed at the discovery. 

‘* May I trouble you to unloosen his check?” 
she asked. 

When the strap was unsnapped the horse 
immediately lowered his head, straightened 
the cramps out of his handsome neck, shook 
himself to make sure that he had actually been 
released from bondage, and then looked round 
with such a grateful, delighted expression in his 
intelligent eyes that his mistress declared no more 
checking straps should be used upon him.—Chi- 
cago Herald. 


TO STABLE-KEEPERS. 


One large stable-keeper has distributed sev- 
enteen hundred copies of ‘* Black Beauty.” 

We think it would be a good investment for 
many stable-keepers to furnish not only their 
men, but also many of their customers, with a six 
cent copy of this book. 


‘‘A thousand cases of cruelty can be pre- 
vented by kind words and humane education 
for every one prevented by prosecution.” 

T. ANGELL. 


WHAT A DOCKED HORSE TELLS. 


(1.) That the owner does not care one straw for 
the suffering of dumb animals. 

(2.) That the owner does not care one straw for 
the good opinion of nine-tenths of his fellow-citizens 
who witness the effects of his cruelty. 


In moving out of town don’t 


forget your cat. 


Jifty-two mur- 


10,652. 


Ten thousand 
six hundred and 


ders were com- 
mitted in the 
United States 
last year ; some- 
thing over one 
hundred in Eng- 
land and Wales. 

In what other 
country of the 
world is there 
greater need of 
humane educa- 
tion than ours? 


F~ 
FOR FREE 
DISTRIBUTION. 

To those who 
will have them 
properly posted 
we send: 

Placards 
for the protection 
of birds. 

(2) Placards 
for the protection 
of horses from 
docking and tight 
check-reins, 


Every kind 
word you say 
to a dumb 
animal or 
bird will 
make you 
happier. 


THE VILLAGE SMULHY. 
By permission of E. M. Perry, Maiden, Mass., who furnishes a variety of these 


pictures for schools at $1.00 a hundred. 


Don’t kill your dog trying to make | 


him run with your bicycle. Dogs were 
intended for no such purpose. 


in 


THE BIRDS’ 


CONCERY. 


The birds gave a concert 
One summer day, 

In a green tree-top 
Over the way. 


Thrushes and linnets 
And blue-jays together, 
Every one dressed 
In his very best feather. 


The larks and the blackbirds 
Came in a crowd, 

And gold-crested robins 
Feeling so proud. 


The wrens and the sparrows 
Came with the rest, 

Each one determined 
To do just his best; 


The robins were leaders, 

And pitched the tunes high; 
The larks went a-soaring 

Up to the sky. 


The voices of blue-jays 

And blackbirds all blended, 
And every one thought 

The concert was splendid! 


“Why, doctor,” said a friend to a physician, “I 


IN THE WINTER OF 1870 & 71. 
In the winter of 1870 and '71, when we were work- 
ing very hard in Chicago, talking to hundreds of 
people and writing columns for all the Chicago 


' dailies, to establish the Illinois Humane Society, a 


sharp-looking individual called one day and after 
hearing our plans said he didn’t see where the 


, money came in— meaning that he didn’t see how 


we were to personally get any money out of it. 

We told him that was not our object in giving 
months of time from our profession and hundreds 
of dollars from our pocket. 

So now to people who ask why we do not take 
advertisements in Our Dumb Animals and sell liter- 
ature at higher prices, and so make money out of 
them, we answer: that is not our object. We have been 
giving away tens of thousands of copies of ** Black 
Beauty” and other publications, and selling hun- 
dreds of thousands at prices below their actual cost, 


| and so have secured for them a circulation reaching 


up into the millions. If we had attempted to sel} 
them at high prices they would only have been 


' bought by humane persons, who being already con- 
' verted need no conversion, and we should be going 


out into only a very limited circle to preach an accept- 


| ed gospel, instead of going out into all the world to 


preach the gospel to every creature. 
GEO. T. ANGELL. 


CAN MAKE MONEY. 


Any teacher or pupil of school or Sunday-schoo} 
can make money by securing fifty cent annual sub- 
scriptions for Our Dumb Animals, and retaining one 


half of each subscription as compensation for doing it. 


never saw anything like it, you work like a horse!" — 


‘“*That’s because I eat like a horse,” retorted the 
doctor, ‘simple food and not too much of it.’” 


‘Blessed are the Merciful for 
| they shall obtain Mercy.” 
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y THE SPARROWS. 
{From the New York Sun.]} 

We take the following from a longer editorial in 
the New York Sun of Feb. 7: 

What these sparrows do not know seems hardly 
worth knowing. While the ground was open and 
uncovered they took care of themselves and were 
seldom seen about the house except mornings and 
evenings, and no one would have supposed that the 
flock knew anything of the persons in the house, 
But when the first heavy snow came and the usual 
supply of food could not be gathered abroad, the 
birds showed that they not only knew that they had 
friends in the house, but that they realized just who 
was the friend to be relied upon most. 

On the first of these mornings the Jerseyman's 
wife had her attention attracted by a tapping and 
fluttering at one of the kitchen windows. The 
kitchen is in a basement, and its windows are half 
above and half below the level of the ground. The 
whole home flock of sparrows had gathered before one 
of these windows, and they were pecking at the 
panes and fluttering in the snow close to it. She 
opened the window and the birds merely hopped or 
flew a little way off and waited. Then she shovelled 
a flat place in the snow with a dust pan and put out 
a supply of bread crumbs. The birds ate these and 
flew away. They were there again the next morn- 
ing, making the same appeals for food. Then it oc- 
curred to the mistress of the house that the appeals 
were made directly to her. The servant was in the 
kitchen every morning, but the birds did not appeal 
to her, and other members of the family were also 
about, but they received no calls for crumbs. On 
the following day the mistress of the house pur- 
posely delayed getting into the kitchen until much 
later than usual. Other members of the family 
were sent down one after another and all showed 
themselves at the dining-room windows. The spar- 
rows were all in the yard, but they did not approach 
the windows, and seemed much put out by their 
waiting. By and by the housewife went to the 
kitchen. No sooner did she step from the stairway 
than the whole flock flew with one accord to the 
window and began tapping for food. 

One curious feature of this is, that when winter 
came the birds of that flock had not been fed since 
nearly a year ago, when the mistress of the house 
showered rice or bread crumbs upon them from the 
back stoop. 


=_ 


In moving out of town don't 
forget your cat. 


KILLING THE MOTHER BIRD. 


It was a beautiful June day, the sun was shining 
brightly and the soft summer air laden with the 
sweet odor of flowers was kissing with tender touch 
the leaves as it moved them to and fro; the earliest 
apples had ripened and hung invitingly from the 
boughs; the happiest season in the life of birds had 
come, which was shown not only by their merry 


and cheery notes of song, but by the loving care | 


with which they were feeding their young. 

Down in the orchard were some children enjoying 
with delight the pleasant morning scene. The 
bright sunshine, the ripe fruit, the soft air, the 
twitter of birds, the hum of bees, all made them 
bright and happy. 

“Look out, boys! here comes a bluebird with a 
worm in her mouth. Let us watch her and find her 
nest,” cried one, as the mother bird flew by with a 
nice morsel in her beak for her young ones in their 
little home nest. 

“Yes, yes, there she goes! she’s gone into the hol- 
low of the old apple tree. Listen to them as they 
are crying while she is feeding them. Now give me 
@ push up the tree and I will get them out.” 

The boy climbed up the tree and frightened away 
the old mother bird that alighted on a tree close by 
and with pitiable cries flew to and fro trying to pro- 
tect and save her little brood, but was afraid to 
venture nearer. It was enough to touch the hardest 
heart to hear her cries of distress and to see her 
pain. 

But a merciless hand was thrust into the little 
nest, and out was drawn a poor little bird fluttering 
and screaming with fright; its cries of distress 
pierced the mother bird’s heart, and she, wild with 


YOUR HORSE'S 
STOMACH IS 
SMALL. 

Your horse’s 
stomach is small, 
and in hot wea- 
ther a mouthful of 
grass, or a piece of 


bread, or a cracker 
even, will help him 
wonderfully. 

GEO. T. ANGELL. 


Every kind 
word you say to 
a dumb animal 
or bird will 
make you hap- 
pier. 


H. Lansit, Artist. 


pain, flew at the boy and seemed to entreat him for 
her poor offspring; but he cried to his companions, 
‘Geta stick! Geta stick, boys, and when she flies 
down to her bird you can knock her over and catch 
her.” 

In an instant it was done, and as the poor bird in 
her grief and distress flew to try to help her young 
one, a blow was aimed at her and the poor bird’s 
pain was over, for it killed her dead. The boys 


| picked her up, looked at her; there she was, a poor 


dead mother bird, killed while trying to save the 
little one that she loved so well. 

There was a moment of silence as the boys held 
the dead bird in their hands; it was a painful scene. 
One said as he held the dead bird in his hands 
and looked at the limp, lifeless form, ‘What shall 
we do with the young bird? If we put it back in 
the nest it will die, and so will the others, for there 
is no one to feed them now. I will put it back into 
the nest, anyhow.” And he put it back into the 
nest, and as he did so the young ones in the nest 
cried out for joy, for they were hungry, and thought 
it was the mother bird come to them with food. 
But they were never to hear her loving chirp again 
—no more to be warmed by her soft breast and 
sheltering wings. That night through cold and 
hunger they died. 

The boys did not stay in the orchard much longer. 
The sun had lostits brightness, the fruit its sweet- 
ness, the air its soft caress; their consciences ac- 


| cused them of meanness and cruelty and nothing 


seemed pleasant to them now. 

Did not the great God who made heaven and 
earth make them conscious; that the bird was His 
bird? That in wanton cruelty they had taken the 
life of a little creature that He cared for and for 
whose preservation He had given a law (Deuteron.- 
omy xxli,6:7) to His people? Was not the shade 
that came over their spirits caused by His dis- 
pleasure at their cruelty? 

They were enjoying the beautiful summer morning 
which God had sent, eating the delicious fruit which grew 
on His trees,and repaying His kindness by killing His 
mother bird! 

Clarksville, Virginia. 


ASPHALT PAVEMENTS. 


We understand that asphalt pavements, hav- 
ing been extensively tested in London and 
other European cities, have been severely con- 
demned because so many horses fall on them 
when wet; to which we add that by the pass- 
age of vehicles they are ground into a fine 
powder which it is not beneficial to breathe; 
also that the noise made by horses on asphalt 
pavements is much greater than that made on 
macadamised streets. 


From THE BOSTON SUNDAY 


MOTHERLY LOVE. 


JOURNAL, one of the many half-tone photographs 
printed in that paper. 


NO ONE WOULD THINK. 

“No one would think of beating or whipping an over- 
loaded man if he should fall beneath his burden, but 
we often see horses beaten when they fall in the 
harness or strain to pull an overloaded wagon. No 
one would strike a man because he could not stand upon 
anicy road; but the smooth-shod or barefoot horse 
which slips or fails to pull his load on the icy street 
is often cut with the driver’s whip. Jf you want a 
man not to stumble you would never dream you could 
prevent it by ‘checking him up’ so he could see nothing 
but the sky above him. 

“If a man has severe labor to perform we know he 
must have ample food, plenty of drink, sleep and 
shelter. But how often are all such needs disre- 
garded when animals labor. People too often forget 
that the needs of man and beast are the same in all 
the essentials for health and comfort. 

“The labor of animals has always been claimed 
without dispute; but now another claim is made 
upon them which it chills my blood to talk about; 
but I put my sensitiveness under my feet and re- 
gretfully trample upon yours, because it is neces- 
sary that you know some very horrible things, that 
you may aid in repressing them. You can do this 
by talking, writing and voting against them; by re- 
fusing to support persons who advocate and prac- 
tice them. I knowit is unpleasant to talk of such 
things, but it must be done if people are made to 
know they exist and that they can stop them by 
law3 and penalties, 

“The demand made upon animals is this: they 
are seized—and even raised, perhaps, by thousands 
—/for vivisection. 

“Our American colleges are practicing it, and even 
our public schools have attempted it in many places.” 

Address of EMMA ROOD TUTTLE, 
Founder of Humane Prize Speaking Contests. 


PUSSY’S BIG PLAYMATE. 

Superintendent John B. Smith, of the Central Park 
menagerie at New York, the other day found in the 
rhinoceros cage his large black cat Snyder, which 
had been missing fora week. While going through 
the elephant house in which Smiles, the old rhinoc- 
eros, is kept, Superintendent Smith saw the missing 
cat coiled up in the hay beside the big beast. The 
rhinoceros was licking the cat's paw with its tongue. 
Superintendent Smith watched the pair for a time 
and tried to coax the cat out, but would not leave 
Smiles. A keeper informed him that the two had 
struck up a strong friendship in the past week, and 
when the rhinoceros was asleep the cat would fre- 
quently perch itself on Smiles’ back and keep watch. 

“In its native state,” explained Superintendent 
Smith, ‘‘a bird known to hunters as the rhinoceros 


| bird, keeps watch over the rhinoceros when sleep- 


ing, and pecks atits ears to arouse it atthe approach 
of danger. Nature, perhaps, is working on the same 
lines in bringing Smiles and Snyder together; but 
it’s a queer friendship, and I shall not disturb it.” 
The Alliance. 
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HOW DWIGHT L. MOODY 
HELPED THE ANIMALS. 


Nov. 11, 1878, I started on a 
Southern tour, to speak for ani- 
mals. I took part in the meet- 
ings of ‘“*The American Hu- 
mane Association”’ at Baltimore. 
At the close of the meetings I 
determined to remain a while 
in Baltimore, and endeavor to 
awaken public interest in that 
city, where the claims of ani- 
mals had thus far received but 
little attention. For this pur- 
pose I obtained the consent of 
educational authorities, and ad- 
dressed the students of ‘‘ Johns 
Hopkins University,” about six 
hundred students of ‘‘ Baltimore 
College,” about five hundred at 
the ‘Girls’ High School,” a 
large number at the ‘ Mary- 
land State Normal School,” 
about two hundred at ‘‘the 
Friends’ School,” and a meeting 
of Friends in private parlors, 
and organized ‘* The Baltimore 
Humane Education Society ;” al- 
so about nine hundred convicts 
in the State Penitentiary, — 
the first instance, so far as 1 
know, in which convicts in a 
State prison were ever ad- 


DWIGHT L. MOODY, EVANGELIST, ADDRESSING THE MORNING COUNCIL AT CAMI NORTHFIELD, MASSACHUSETTS. 


dressed on this subject. 

The last day of my stop in Baltimore was 
a notable one. The great Maryland Sunday- 
school Convention was in session in one of the 
largest churches, and every moment occupied. 
I had applied in vain for permission to speak 
in behalf of animals. D. L. Moody the evan- 
gelist, then in Baltimore, was to take charge 
of its exercises on the great day of the conven- 
tion. I went to his house and asked him to 
speak for those who could not speak for them- 
selves. He said, ‘‘ Come, and speak yourself.” 
I said, ‘They will not let me.” Hesaid, ‘*Come 
to the church to-morrow morning.” I was 
there promptly with two thousand copies of 
‘*Marett Tract.” The great church was 
packed, every seat full, the aisles full; from 
one to two hundred clergymen, perhaps, on 
the platform; each county with its banner. 
No admission except by ticket. In a few mo- 
ments Mr. Moody came. ‘ Follow me,” said 
he. He took me through the crowd to the 
platform. ‘‘ Put your tracts here, and follow 
me,” he said; and in one minute I found my- 
self on the front of the platform, in the chair 
which had apparently been reserved for him. 
He called for another chair; gave out one of 
his beautiful melodies; then sent the contri- 
bution-boxes around, ordered them up on to 
the platform so that all the ministers might 
have a chance to give, then sent them down 
to the vestry, saying, ‘‘I don’t want any 
money rattling around here;’’ then another 
melody; then spoke some twenty minutes, 
bringing tears to the eyes of many; then 
broke off suddenly, and, while every eye was 
upon him, said, ‘‘My friend Mr. Angell, of 
Boston, is now going to talk to you about kindness 
to animals, a most important subject for Sunday- 
schools—Step forward, Mr. Angell, and speak.” 
I do not think there was ever a more astonished 
audience. I amtsure, that, during the fifteen 
minutes I addressed them, I never had a more 


| 


attentive one. At the close, he at once took 
charge of the distribution of the tracts, and 
added words of kindness which I shall never 
forget. And that is how D. L. Moody helped 
the animals. — From Autobiographical Sketches 
of G. T. A. 


FRANCES E. WILLARD. 


Frances E. Willard’s words concerning our 
work for dumb animals are none too strong. 

She wrote: ‘J look upon your mission as a 
sacred one, not second to any that are founded 
in the name of Christ.” 


ST. FRANCIS OF ASSISI AND THE BIRDS. 

There is in the Louvre a charming little 
picture by Giotto, of St. Francis preaching to 
the birds. The saint’s face, with an earnest, 
loving expression, is looking up at the birds 
that, with outstretched necks and half-open 
beaks, appear to catch his words. The old 
legend which this painting illustrates with all 
the artists’ vividness in presenting a story, is 
equally charming in its simplicity. It is as 
follows: As St. Francis was going towards 
Bivagno, he lifted up his eyes and saw a multi- 
tude of birds. He said to his companions: 
‘¢ Wait for me here while I preach to my little 
sisters, the birds.” The birds gathered around 
him and he spoke to them somewhat as fol- 
lows: 

‘* My little sisters the birds, you owe much 
to God your creator, and ought to sing His 
praise at all times and in all places, because 
He has given you liberty and the air to fly 
about in; and though you neither spin nor 
sew, He has given you a covering for yourself 
and little ones. He sent two of your species 


into the ark with Noah that you might not be 
lost to the world. He feeds you though you 
neither sow nor reap. He has given you 


| fountains and rivers in which to quench your 
| thirst, and trees in which to build your nests. 
| Beware, my little sisters, of the sin of ingrati- 
tude, and study always to praise the Lord.” 
| As he preached, the birds opened their beaks, 
| stretched out their necks, and flapped their 
| wings, and bowed their heads to the earth. 

| His sermon over, St. Francis made the sign 
of the cross, and the birds flew up into the air, 
singing 8weetly their song of praise, and dis- 
_ persed towards the four quarters of the world, 
| as if to convey the words they had heard to all 
| the world. St. Colomba used to feed the sea- 
| beaten herons that alighted on the Island of 
| Iona. The sparrows would descend and eat 
| out of St. Remi’s hands. And the birds 
would hover around the hermits of Montserrat 
and eat from their hands.— The Holy Family. 


PREMATURE INTERMENTS. 


Since we petitioned in behalf of our ‘‘Ameri- 
can Humane Education Society ” the Legisla- 
tures of all our States, and wrote the Presi- 
dents of all their Senates, and the Speakers of 
all their Houses of Representatives to take 
action in regard to the above subject, and sug- 
gested that life insurance companies, or new 
insurance companies formed for the purpose, 
may profitably insure against the possibility 
of such accidents by establishing proper de- 
positories for the bodies of persons supposed 
to be deceased, where they shall be carefully 
taken care of until the beginning of decay, 
we have received letters in regard to it and 
reports of cases of premature burials sufficient 
to fill an entire volume. It is a very impor- 
tant chance for somebody to accomplish a good 
work for the benefit of humanity, but we are 
so overwhelmed with other matters that we 
can give to it very little personal effort. 


GEO. T. ANGELL. 
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Our Dumb Animals. 


WHAT IS THE OBJECT OF 
THE BANDS OF MERCY? 


child and older person to seize | make some 
every opportunity fo say a kind| some dumb 


I answer: To teach and lead every | word or do a kind act that will 


other human being or 
creature happier. 


GEO. T. ANGELL. 


New Bands of Mercy. 


31591 


31592 
31593 
31594 


31595 
31596 
31597 


31598 


31599 
31€00 
31601 
31602 
31603 
31604 
31605 
31006 
31607 
31608 


31609 
31610 
31611 
31612 


Greentield, Ind. 

South Building. 
Willing Workers Band. 
P., Mrs. Baldwin. 
George Washington Band. 
P., Mrs. New. 
Hiawatha Band. 

P., Miss Roney. 

East Building. 

No. 1 Band. 

P., Miss Randall. 

No. 2 Band. 

P., Miss Binford, 

No. 3 Band. 

P., Miss Thomas. 


P., Miss Hill. 
Cambridge City, Ind. 
No. 1 Band. 
P., Paul Wilkie. 
No. 2 Band. 
P., Herbert Charles. 
No. 3 Band. 
P., Miss Shafer 
O W. Holmes Band. 
P., Miss Stobaugh. 
Neverfail Band. 
P., Miss Whelan. 
Lincoln Band. 
Miss Bond. 
Honor Band. 
P., Miss Green. 
George Washington Band. 
» Mrs. Hicks 
Re -d, White and Blue Band. 
, Miss Kneise. 
Sti ir Band. 
P., Miss McClave. 
Dublin, Ind. 
Excelsior Band. 
P., A. L. Elabarger. 
Lily Band. 
P., Miss Clark. 
George Washington Band. 
» Miss Layman, 
Lincoln Band. 
P., Miss Funk. 
Elabarger Band. 


P., Miss Elliott. 


31613 C. S. Hubbard Band. 


31614 


31615 


31616 


31617 


31618 


31619 


31620 


31621 


31622 


31623 


31624 


31625 


31626 


31627 


31628 


31629 


31630 
31631 
31632 
31633 
31634 


Jr. C. E. Soc. 


P., Mr. Nicewanger. 
Mars Hill, Me. 
Aroostook Band, 

P., Miss Ida en 
Detroit, Mich 


Christian Endeavor Band. 


P., Jacob Lamb. 
Claude, Texas. 
Gate City Band. 
P., Miss A. Fletcher. 
Luray, Va. 
Knights of the 

Century Band. 
P., Mr. C. J. Weaver. 
Lord Band. 
P., Mr. I. A. Beach. 
Kansas City, Mo. 

Lathrop School Band. 
P., Stanford Hill. 

Tunkhanno k, Pa. 

Band. 

?., E. A. Bock 
Wilmington, Ill. 

Hope Band. 

P., Miss Minnie Deutschman, 

Royerstord, Pa. 
Royerstord Band. 

P., Mrs, Sarah Keeley. 

Watseka, Il. 

Watseka Band. 

P., Wilbur Hathaway. 
Franklin, Ind, 

Golden Rule Band. 

P., Miss Kate Webb. 

Taylorville, IL. 

‘Taylorville Band. 

P., Jessie Chesebro. 
Lyons, N. J. 

Pieasant Valley Band. 
P., Miss Eleanor Spencer. 
Luray, Va. 

Phillis Wheatley Band. 
?., Mrs. F. E, Arrington, 
Little Lights Band. 

P., B. Pegram. 
Denver, Colo. 

Lookout Band. 

P., Howard Wiley. 
Hope Band, 

-, Lawrence Finney. 
Try Band. 

P., Roy Fox. 
Economy Band. 

P., Charies Sterling. 
Grant Band. 

P., Courtland Hays. 
Wide Awake Band. 
P., Paul Snider. 


Twentieth 


39 Providence, 


7 Golden Rule 


31635 Kansas City, Mo. 


Band. 
, Sadie McAnany. 


31636 Woodland Band. 


_P., Hattie Wright. 

Kalam: 1z00, Mich. 
Good Will Band. 

Irene Dingley. 


31€38 Duluth, Minn. 


Abraham Lincoln Band. 
P., Jessie W. McCully. 
R. 1. 
Little Helpers Band. 
P., Miss E. C. Batchelder. 
Happy Workers Band. 
P., Miss M. A. Davis. 
Whittier Band. 

» Miss A, V. Wickett. 
2 Line oln Band 

Miss F. Purkis. 


31643 Golden Rule Band. 


P., Miss M. E. Pidge. 
Kind Little Helpers Band. 
P., Miss M. L. Griffin. 


5 I Will Try Band. 


P., Miss M. L. McGlaulin. 


3 Sunshine Band. 


P., Miss M. L, Bunker. 
Band. 
P., Miss M. A. Farrell. 


8 Little Helpers Band. 


Miss M. E. Mykins. 

Golden Rule Band. 
P., Miss M.E. Lincoln, 
Kind Friends of Dumb Ani 

mals Band. 
P., Miss A. L. Gorman, 
Kind Helpers Band. 
P., Miss M. E. Johnson. 
Little Helpers Band. 
P., Miss E. M. Feeley. 
Kind Thoughts Band. 
P., Miss J. McKenna. 
Kind Deeds Band, 
P., Miss E. A. Hodgson, 
Golden Rule Band. 

»., Miss L. F. Donahue. 


56 Golden Rule Band. 


» Miss A. V. Remington. 
7 Kind Helpers B: ind, 
P., Miss M. E. Armstrong. 
3 Kind Hearts Band. 
ae Miss L. W. House. 
Little Helpers Band. 
P., Miss A. T. Turner. 
S. Omaha, Neb. 
Albright School. 
No. 1 Band, 
P., Ruth M. Turner. 
No. 2 Band. 
P., Emma Herman. 


2 No.3 Band. 


P., Eugenia Chapman. 
No. 4 Band. 

P., Sophie Cleveland. 
Brown Park School, 
No. 1 Band. 

P., Martha Evans. 


5 No.2 Band. 


P., Sara V. Taylor. 


31666 No.3 Band. 


P., Elizabeth Hayes. 


7 No.4 Band. 


Mary Nooacek. 


3 No.5 Band. 


?., Julia Carney. 


569 No.6 Band 


Josie Gramlick. 
No.7 Band, 
-» Anna Fowler, 
No.8 Band. 
» Theresa O'Toole. 


2 No. 9 Band. 


P., Cora Gosney. 

No. 10 Band. 

P., Anna Hunter. 
Duluth, Minn. 

Madison School Band. 
P., Grace O, Braithwaite. 


375 Canon City, Colo, 


Columbine Band. 
P., Clara E. Berkey. 
Duluth, Minn. 


Je flerson School B and, No, 18. 


P., Margaret W hipple. 


7 Danville, Il. 


Danville Band. 

P., Mrs. May Howard, 

3 Duluth, Minn. 

Lincoln School Band, No. 8. 
Sybil Renight. 


Linc oln School Band, No. 9. 


S. Renight. 


31680 Jac kson School Band, No. 22. 


P., Winifred Killoran. 
Madison School Band. 
, Clarence Adams. 


31682 Ja ac cae School Band, No. 1. 


P., Jessie M. T homson. 


31683 T. Angell Band, 


P., Jessie M, Pattinson, 


31684 Williamsport, Pa. 
Star Band. 
P., Miss Quiggle. 
31685 Middletown, Conn. 
Merc Band. 
P., Mabel E. Tyler. 
31686 Rochester, Mo. 
Rochester Banda. 
P., Mr. J. W. McVeys. 
31687 Bethe ny, Mo. 
Betheny Band. 
P., Laura McCollum, 
31688 Luray, Va 


Our Little Brothers of the Air 


Band. 

Ps 
31689 Bluebird Band. 

P., Miss Lucy Broaddus, 
31690 Duluth, Minn. 

Earnest Workers Band. 

P., Miss Brown. 
31691 Quincy » Mass. 

John Hancock School. 


ohn Hancock Band, Div. 


Robert S. Atkins. 


31692 John Hancock Band, Div. 


P., Bertha F. Rice. 


31693 a Hancock Band, Div. 


lary W. Holden. 
31694 can Hancock Band, Div. 
, Minnie E. We Ish. 


31695 John Hancock Band, Div. 


Helen M. West 
31696 John Hancock Bz and, Div. 
P., Isabel Mori. 


31697 John Hancock Band, Div. 


P., Mary C. Parker. 
31698 o. Hancock Band, Div. 
.» Mary P. U nderwood. 
31699 john Hancock Band, Div. 
» Henrietta C. Esson, 
31700 Providence, R. 1. 
Be Kind to All Band. 


P., Miss E. M. Hopkins. 


31701 Sunshine Band. 


Miss O. H. Hammers. 


1. 


° 


3. 
4. 


5 


9. 


P., Miss M. V. McNerney. 


31702 Kind Helpers Band. 
P., Miss M. E. Hurley. 
31703 Little Helpers Band. 
P., Miss J. Dillon. 
31704 Golden Rule Band. 
P., Miss R. E. McLane. 


31705 Kind Friends of Dumb Ani 


mals Band, 


P., Miss Mary T. Haran. 


31706 Kind Helpers Band. 
P., Miss H. D. Conley. 
31707 Sunshine Ba 
Miss M. Tally. 
31708 Golde n Ruie Ti: ind. 
P., Miss M. F. 
31709 Kind Hearts Band. 
» Miss 
31710 Ww illing Helpers Band 


P., Miss H, M. T hornton. 


31711 Kind Little Helpers Band 


Miss C. A. M. Halliwell. 


31712 Be autiful Joe Band. 
Miss M. J. Kenney. 


31713 Kind Friends ot Dumb Ani 


mals Band. 
P., Miss M. L. Moran, 
31714 Sunshine Band. 
P., Miss K. J. McGrath. 
Si715 Golden Rule Band. 
Miss J. E. McGuirk. 
31716 Kind Little Boys 
Band, 
P., Miss C. A. Denny. 
» Miss A. W. Capron, 
31718 Sie un Band, 
P., Miss M. E. Tempest. 
31719 Kind Friends of Dumb 
mals Band 


P., Miss M.S. Bosworth. 
31720 Kind Hearts Band. 
P., Miss E. L. Dunham. 


31721 So. noe tha, Neb. 

Ifawthorne School, 

No. 1 Band, 

P., Mary Seykora. 
31722 No. 2 Band. 

P., Mary Reed. 
31723 No.3 Band. 

P., Pearl Mathews. 
31724 No.4 Band, 

June M. Slocumbh. 

31725 No. 5 Band. 

P., Cora Cook, 
31726 No.6 Band. 

P., Lillian Haid. 
31727 No.7 Band. 

P., Clara Davis. 
31728 Lincoln School. 

No. | Band. 

P., Luella Bell. 
31729 No.2 Band. 

P., Myrtle DeGraft, 
31730 No. 3 Band. 

P., Ethel McMillan, 


C. Padien. 


J. A. Wate in. 


and Girls 


Ani 


31731 


No, 4 Band. 
P., Jessie Robeson. 


31732 Winchester, Ind. 


31733 


31734 
31735 
31736 
31737 

31738 
31739 
31740 
31741 

31742 
31743 
31744 
31745 
31746 
31747 

31748 

31749 
31750 
31751 

31752 


31753 
31754 
31755 
31756 
31757 
31758 
31759 


31760 


31761 
31762 
31763 
31764 
31765 
31766 
31767 
31768 


31769 


Geo. T. Angell Band. 
P., Oscar R. Baker. 
No. 1 Band. 
P., Amos C. Maple. 
No. 2 Band. 
P., Miss Conway. 
3 Band, 

, Lee L. Drever. 


i, Whittier Band. 


» H.S. Peacock, 
Lint oln Band. 

, Miss Heath. 
C.S. Hubbard Band. 
P., Miss Engle. 
No.4 Band. 

P., Miss Stewart. 
George Washington Band. 

» Miss Gordon, 
Lincoln Band. 

P., Miss Stewart. 
No. 5 Band. 
P., Miss Redmond. 


Golden Rule Band. 


P., Miss Purdy. 


Sunshine Bana, 


P., Miss Tooker. 

No. 6 Band, 

P., Miss Trest. 

Busy Bee Band. 
» Mrs, Marke. 

Pansy Band. 


P., Mrs. Swain, 


No.7 Band, 
» Miss Brooks, 


No. 8 Band. 
P., Miss Steele. 


No. 9 Band. 


P., Miss Edger. 


No. 10 Band, 


P., Miss Bush. 


Ridgeville, Ind. 
Excelsior Band. 
P., H. W. Bortner. 


Band. 


» Mr. Stanley. 
Goide n Rule Band. 
,» Miss Redmond. 
Lincoln Band, 
P., Miss Day. 
George Washington Band, 
» Miss Newbern. 
Sunshine Band. 
P., Miss Studebaker. 
Pussy Willow Band, 
» Miss Ginger. 
Hindley Band, 
P., George Hindley. 
Red Key, Ind. 
George T. Angell Band. 
P., George E. Dee. 
Star Band. 
P., Miss Horn. 
Busy Bee Band. 
P., Miss Turner. 
Red, White and Blue Band. 
P., Miss Mathews. 
George Washington Band. 
P., Miss Daugherty. 
Golden Rule Band. 
, Miss Fisher. 
Neverfail Band. 
P., Miss Tucker. 
Lincoln Band. 
P., Miss Le Master. 
Ready Workers Band. 
?., Mr. Chenoweth. 
Centreville, Ind. 
George T. Angell Band, 
On Voris. 
Golde n Rule Band. 
» Mr. Hoover. 
Willing Workers Band. 
» Miss Endsley. 
Lincoln Band. 
P., Miss Elliott. 
Longfellow Band. 
P., Miss Edmunds, 
Lynn, Ind. 
Lincoln Band. 
P., F. E. Addleman. 
Red, White and Blue Band, 
P, Mr. Daly. 


776 Vl Try Band. 


?P., Miss Bowen. 


7 Sunshine Band. 


P., Miss Stewart. 


78 Duluth, Minn. 


31779 


31780 


31781 


Adams School Band No 14. 
P., Helen D. McKay. 
Brooklyn, N.Y. 

Golden Rule Band. 

P., C. E. Hughes. 

Kansas City, Mo. 
Washington School Band. 
P., Miss Bella Megede, 
Duluth, Minn. 


Lincoln School Band No, 10. 


P., Adele Abbott. 


31793 Duluth, 


31797 


31798 Duluth, 


31802 Adams School Band No. ! 


5 WwW 


31782 igvccle School Band No. 4. 


, Genevieve Pratt. 


783 Ind. 


Red, W hite and Blue Band. 
Doris Anderson, 


31784 Duluth, Minn. 


Lincoln School Band No. 3. 
P., Jennie M, Crowley. 


| 31785 Franklin, Ind. 


George Washington Band, 
P., Adda Butler. 


31786 Duluth, Minn, 


Jackson School Band No, 13. 
P., Etta Alexander. 


| 31787 Everett, Wash. 


Abraham Lincoln Band. 
P., Ernestine Fuhrman. 


| 31788 Ivy Depot, Va. 


Roxfield Band. 
P., Miss M. B. Moon, 


31789 Hazleton, Pa. 


Walter Gayley Memorial Bd. 
P., Altred Day. 


31790 Duluth Minn. 


Endion Schoo! Band No. 5. 
P., Lelia M. Johnson, 


91 Amboy, Ill. 


J. C. E. Bana, 
?P., Miss E. S. Wilcox. 


31792 Ypsilanti, Mich. 


Black Beauty Band, 

P., Lutic M. Densmore. 
Minn. 

Adams School Band No, 16. 
P., Charles Van Buskirk. 


31794 Austin, Texas. 


Irend Rood Band No. 5, 
P., Miss Alvah Horton. 


| 31795 St. Louis, Mo. 


Central Church Band, 
P., Harry Thomsen. 


| 31796 Putnam, Conn. 


Miles Standish Band. 
P., Helen Maher, 
Luther, Mich. 
Forget-me-not Band. 
Sec,, May Belle A. 


old. 


Tread 


Minn. 
Adams School Band No, 13. 
P., M.E, Parker. 


31799 Adams School Band No. 14. 


P., Helen D. McKay. 
Adams School Band No 
P., Carrie J. Evans, 


31801 Adams School Band No. 10. 


P., Isabelle McKay. 


P., Lucy E, Keller, 


31803 Adams School Band No. 7. 


P., Mabel C. Hull, 


31804 Adams School Band No. 5. 


., Katherine Boyd. 


31805 Adams School Band No. 12. 


P., Annie M. Hicken, 
} Adams School Band No. A. 
P., Nellic M,. Stoughton. 


31807 Kansas City, Mo. 


Sunshine Band, 
P., Bert Donnell, 


51808 Miles City, Mont. 


Miles City Band, 
P., Muriel James. 


31809 Kansas City, Mo. 


ongte llow School Band. 
» Virginia Bradley, 


31810 appy Hearts Band. 


P., Garrett Keith. 


Sauk Centre, Minn. 


Loyal Friends of Dumb Ani 
mals Band, 
P., Della Johnson, 


31812 Kansas City, Mo. 


Hamilton Starlight Band. 
P., Mary D. Lambert. 


31813 Hamilton Fearless Band, 


F., Arthur Weber. 


31814 Quincy, Mass, 


Washington School. 

Washington School Band, 
Div. 1. 

P., J. B. Pollard. 

School Band, 


Div. 
Mis ary Mardin. 
31816 Washington School Band, 
Div. 3. 
P., Alice S. Hatch, 
317 Washington School Band, 
iv. 4. 
P., M. L. Souther, 
31818 School Band, 
iv. 5. 
» B. L. Drew. 
31819 School Band, 
6. 
H. Fanny Cannon. 
31820 School Band, 


iv. 7. 


P., Ida Francis Humphrey, 
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3ls21 School Band, 
Div 

A. Malone. 

Willard School. 

Willard School Band, Div. 1. 

P., Winnitred E. McRay. 

Willard School Band, Div. 2. 

P., Hattie M. Smith. 

Willard School Band, Div. 3. 
4 


31822 
31823 


»., Madge L. Re irdon. 
Willard Band, Div. 
P., Mary A. White. 

Willard School Band, Div. 5 

P., Mary E. Keohan. 

big School Band, Div. 6. 
» Elizabeth McNeil. 

3 W ‘lard School Band, Div. 7 

P., Ellen B. Fegan. 

9 Willard School Band, Div. 8. 
P., Frances C. Sullivan. 
Willard School Band, Div. 9. 
P.. E. A. Newcomb. 
Willard School Band, Div. 
P., Elizabeth A. Garrity. 
Willard School Band, Div. 
P., Veresa McDonnell. 
Willard School Band, Div. 12. 
P., Nellie C. Gragg. 
Willard School Band, Div. 
P., Ellen A, Desmond. 
Willard School Band, Div. 
P., Mary L. Conway, 
Willard School Band, Div. 
P., Annie M, Cahill. 
Willard School Band, Div. 

.. Grace E, Drumm. 
Willard School Band, Div. 
P., Anna B. Kelly. 
Willard School Band, Div. 
P., Abbie M. Kelly. 
Willard School Band, Div. 
P., Annie F, Burns, 
Duluth, Minn, 

Maynard School Band, 
P., Marion Ray, 
Bingh: am, Me, 
Bingham "Band, 

P., Miss E. A. Ham, 
Reedley, Cal. 

Reedley Band. 

P., Eva E. Drish, 
Girard, Ohio. 

Angell Band. 

P., Andrew McDonald, 
Golden Star Band. 

P., Miss Babe Albert. 
Quincy, Mass. 

High School. 


31832 
31833 
31834 
31835 
31836 
31837 
31838 
31839 
31840 
31841 


31842 


31343 


31844 


31845 
31846 


Quincy High School Band, 


Div. 1. 

P., Clair L. Baker. 

Quincy High School Band, 
Div. 


P.. Ralph Foss, 
31848 High School Band, 
-3 


4 Lewis. 
31849 aoa High School Band, 
iv. 4. 
P., Mr. Nichols, 


31847 


31850 
iv. 5. 
P., Burleigh E., Pratt. 
31851 Gridley Bryant School. 
Gridley Bryant School Band, 
Div. 1. 
P., Mr. A. W. Green. 
31852 Gridley Bryant School Band, 
Div. 2. 
P., Mary H. Atkins. 
31853 Gridley Bryant School Band, 
Div. 3. 
P., Adeline Cashman, 
31854 Gridley Bryant School Band, 
Div. 4. 
P., Annie E. Burns. 
31855 Gridley Bryant School Band, 
iv 
P., Gertrude A. Boyd. 
31856 Gridley Bryant School Band, 
Div. 6. 
P., Frances Talbot. 
31857 Gridley Bryant School Band, 
Div. 7 


Gusta E. Dell. 
31°58 Gridley Bryant School Band, 
8. 


-» Eleanor G. Roche. 
31859 Gridley Bryant School Band, 
Div. 9. 
P., Catherine C. McGovern. 
31860 Kansas City, Mo. 
Red, White and Blue Band. 
P., Miss Fannie McGee. 
31861 Marengo, Wis. 
Marengo Band. 
Pe, Nellie J. Bailey. 
31862 Columbus, Ohio. 
Ma ~~ Truax Jewel Band, 
P., Madge Garheart. 
31863 Martha Washington Band. 
P., Willie Kepler. 
31864 Duluth, Minn. 
Lincoln School Band No. 5. 
P., Mathilde Hendrickson. 
31865 Kansas City, Mo. 
Eugene Field Band. 
P., Bonita Pettijohn, 
31866 Ballston, N.Y 
Golden Rule Band. 
P., Miss Lydia Appel. 
31867 progressive Lyceum Band. 
R. H. Kneeshaw. 


| 31872 


31873 Ww. Milton, 


uincy High School Band, 


31868 Duluth, Minn. 
Lincoln School Band, 
P., Mary L. Foote. 
31869 Springfield, Ohio. 
Springfield Band. 
Harry Young. 
31870 Colchester, Vt. 
Eastern Star Band. 
P., Cis arence J. Harris, 
Colchester, Vt. 
Center Division Band. 
P., Harriet MacBride. 
Champlain, Vt. 
Champlain Division Band. 
Mary Parrott. 
Vt. 
District 9 Band, 
P., Clark F. Mitchell. 


.|31874 Malletts Bay, Vt. 


Malletts Bay District Band. 
F., Clement Gokey. 
31875 Winooski, Vt. 
14 Band. 
» Agnes Hamilton. 
31876 Bz ay, Vt 
Colchester Point Div. B. Bd. 
31877 Duluth, Minn. 
Jeflerson School Band No. 6, 
Miss A. T. Williams. 


| 31878 Jeflerson School Band No. 9. 


Miss Vina Ruprecht, 


| 31879 Jette rson School Band No. 11. 


P.. Katherine Davis. 
3180 ag School Band No. 13. 
Horace K. Cranmer. 


+ | 31881 Jelierson School Band No, 14. 


Earnes Granzow. 


| 31882 Jefferson School Band No. 15. 


. Eva Randall. 


» | 31883 Shanon School Band No. 16. 


Benjamin Kohagen. 
31884 Jefferson Schoo] Band No. 17. 
Minerva Broughton. 
31885 Jefte rson School Band No. 19. 
. Cyrus Franke. 
31886 at School Band No. 20. 
P., Lucius Whipple. 
31887 Ridgewood, N. J. 
Junior Band. 
P., Mrs. S. K. Matthews. 
31888 Kansas City, Mo. 
Golden Band. 
P., Geraldine German. 
31889 Duluth, Minn. 
Adams School Band No. 15. 
P., Charles Hammarstrom. 
318€0 Adams School] Band No. 12. 
P.. Annie M. Hicken. 
31891 Adams School Band No. 6. 
P., Uretta Virgin. 
31892 Adams School Band No. 1. 
P., Bertha Beinhorn. 
31293 Adams School Band No, 2. 
Kathryn Bullard. 
31894 Ashland, ‘Mass. 
A.R. Lewis Band, Div. 1. 
P., Alice R. Tidsbury. 
31895 A. R. Lewis Band, Div. 2. 
P., Goldie A. Curtis. 
31806 Lincoln Band. 
Miss A. Carlo Balcom, 
31897 ashington Band. 
P., Carrie L. Parseli. 
31898 Louis Agassiz Band. 
P., Victor V. Thompson. 
31899 Duluth, Minn. 
Lincoln School Band No. 2. 
P., Amelia L. Hockema. 
31900 Green Spring, Ohio. 
Green Spring Band. 
P., Mrs. Frank Moore. 
31901 Empire, Colo, 
Empire Band. 
P., Miss Bertha Abeel. 
31902 W hittier, Cal. 
Union Band. 
Mrs. Perry C. Hadley. 
31903 Site Band. 
P., Prin. Public Schools. 
31904 Sixth Grade Band. 
P., Miss Mary England. 
31905 Evergreen Band. 
P., Prin. Evergreen School, 
31906 Violet Band. 
» Miss Haley. 
31907 V ictoria Band, 
P., Prin. Girls’ State School. 
31908 Cottage Band. 
J. Nielson. 
31909 U nion City, Ind. 
West Side School. 
oe T. Angell Band, 
» H. W. Bowers. 
P., Miss Deem. 
31911 Agassiz Band. 
» Miss McDonald. 
31912 Lincoln Band, 
P., Mr. Bunger. 
31913 Golden Rule Band. 
.» Miss Clear. 
31914 C, Hubbard Band. 
P., Miss Rubey. 
31915 Pansy Band. 
.» Miss Ross. 
31916 Sunshine Band. 
P., Miss Neff. 
31917 Red, White and Blue Band. 
iss Nichols, 
31918 Golden Rule Band, No. 2. 
P., Miss Hardy. 


31919 George Washington Band, 
P., Miss Barcalow. 
31920 C. Band, No. 
P., Miss Negley. 
Red. White Bluc Band, 
No.2 
Richter. 
31922 Little Helpers Band. 
P., Mrs. Clear. 
31923 ‘i Try Band. 
, Miss Smith. 
31924 as Side School. 
George T, Angell Band, 
P., S. Wilkin. 
31925 Busy Bee Band. 
P., Miss Dodds. 
31926 Star Band. 
P., Mrs. Strait. 
3127 George Washington Band. 
» Miss Hetsler. 
31925 Americ a Band. 
» Miss Purcell. 
31929 L incoln Band. 
P., Miss Hollister. 
31930 Red, White and Blue Band. 
31931 Excelsior Band 
Hoover. 
31932 St. Mary’s School. 
St. Mary’s Band. 
P., Sister Alphonsus. 
31933 Aloysus Band. 
Sister Leocadia. 
31934 Portland, Ind, 
High School. 
George T. Angell Band. 
P., C. L. Hottel. 
31935 Louisa M. Alcott Band, 
P., Mr. Hutchins, 
31936 Lincoln Band. 
P., Miss McCormick. 
Golden Rule Band, 
. Mr, Journay. 
iling Workers Band. 
Miss Weist. 
Red, White and Blue Rend. 
Fes Miss Cring. 
Sunshine Band. 
P., Miss Chalfant. 
Portland Band. 
P., Isaac E. Nefl. 
Portland, Ind. 
Central School. 
Stars and Stripes Band. 
P., Mr. Schwartz. 
Golden Rule Band. 
P., M. B. Proper. 
George W Band. 
P., KE. B. Taylo 
Red, White pone Blue Band. 
, Miss Cooper. 
Lincoln Band. 
P., Miss Burkett. 
Sunshine Band, 
P., Miss Current. 
Little Helpers Band. 
P., Miss I. Riley. 
Busy Bee Band. 
P., Miss J. Riley. 
North School, 
No, 1 Band. 
P., P. C. Ismhart. 
31951 No. 2 Band, 
., Miss Somers. 
South School. 
No. 1 Band, 
P., J. H. Davis. 
No: 2 Band, 
Miss Smith. 
Hamilton, Mass. 
Gail Hamilton Band. 
P., Harriet M. Cutler. 
Black Beauty Band. 

P., Jessie M. Doty. 
Manassah Cutler Band, Div.1 
P., Adelaide A. Keith. 
Manassah Cutler Band, Div.2 
P., G. A. Smith. 
Manassah Cutler Band, Div.3 
P., Lizzie E. Hadley. 
Hopkinton, Mass. 

aham Lincoln Band. 
. Ellen O'Loughlin. 
31960 Whittier Band. 
P., Caroline M. Wilbur. 
31961 Gov. Claflin Band. 
P., Thomas Ford. 
31962 Little Bo Peep Band. 
P., Mary E. Lenihan, 
81963 Longfellow Band, Div. 1. 
., Kate A. Carrigan. 
31964 Longfellow Band, Div. 2 
P., Mary A. Carrigan. 
Washington Band, Div. 1. 
P., Deborah A. McColl. 
Washington Band, Div, 2. 
P., Mary J. O’ Shaughnessy 
Washington Band, Div. 3. 
» Margaret L. Kirby. 
Ww ‘ashington Band, Div. 4. 
P., Mary J. Frail. 
Worcesier, Mass. 
Honest Abe Band. 
P., Miss M. E. Killelea, 
Rancoc as, N. 
Rancocas Friends School Bd. 
P., Mildred C, Tatum, 
31971 Galena, Kan. 
pS Epworth League Band. 
P., Arthur Davis. 
31972 Auburn, Maine. 
Friend Band. 
P., Henry M. Partridge. 


31937 
31938 
31239 
31940 
31941 
31942 


31943 
31044 
31945 
31946 
31947 
31948 
31949 
31950 


31952 


31953 
31954 


31955 
31956 
31957 
31958 
31959 


31965 
31966 
31967 
31968 
31969 


31970 


31973 Cohasset, Mass, 
Resolute Band. 
P., May E. Towne. 
31974 Putneyville, Pa. 
Putneyville Band. 
P., Mrs. M. Eva Putney. 
31975 Duluth, Minn. 
Jackson School Band, No. 23 
P., Emma I. Williams. 
31976 Endeavor Band. 
P., Minnie Gregory. 
31977 Kansas City, Kan. 


Washington’s Birthday Band, 


P., Mr. C. N. Walker 
31978 Berkeley, Md. 

Golden Moments Band, 

P., Harriett Wilson, 
31979 Green Bay, Wis. 

>. E. Sox iety Band. 

Thirza T. Austin. 
Duluth, Minn. 

Lincoln Band, No. 9. 

P., Lizzie J. Morton. 
51981 Mill Grove, Ind. 

Mill Grove Band. 

P., O. P. Sample. 
31982 Kans: as City, Mo. 


Lathrop School Band, No. 13. 


P., Grange Whitney. 
31983 Albion, Neb. 

Reautitul Joe Band. 

P., Miss L Peters. 
31284 Trenton, N. J. 

Try and Trust Band. 

P., Thomas Holmes. 
31985 Duluth, Minn. 

Pattinson Band. 

P., Mayme Pattinson. 
31986 Dr. S$ Salter Band. 

ay Sullivan. 
31987 Busy Bee Band. 
P., Georgia D. Waggoner. 


31988 fim Russell Lowel) Band. 


P., Miss Anna L. Redding. 
31989 Sunshine Band. 

P., Cornelia E, Prosser. 
31990 Lincoln Band. 

P., Miss Lillian Waggoner. 
31991 Washington Band. 

., Marie Wisted. 

31992 George Washington Band. 

P., Fontan Bigler. 
31993 Sunbeam Band. 

P., Miss Ida M. Johnson. 
31994 or School ‘Band No.7 

» Ada E. Le Richeux. 

31995 Boxford, Mass. 

Helpful Band. 

P., Nell O, Frame. 
31996 Boston, Mass. 

Children’s Lyceum Band, 

P., Mrs. M. A. Brown. 
31997 Norfolk, Va. 


Walther von der Vogelweide. 


P., Miss S. K. West. 
31998 St. Paul, Minn. 
Audubon Society Band. 
P., Minnie Good. 
31999 Kansas Citv, Mo. 


Woodland Schoo) Bd. No. 14. 


P., Nettie Humfeld. 
32000 Black Beauty Band. 
P., Marie Fox. 

32001 Golden Rule Band. 
, Eva Miles. 
32002 Duluth, Minn. 


Jackson School Band No. 21. 


P.. Sibbald MacDonald. 


32003 Jefferson School Band No. 5. 


P., Mary E. Murdock. 

32004 Kansas City, Mo 
Hamilton Rosebud Band. 
P., Marie Lampe. 

32005 ‘Alexandria, Ind. 
Helping Hand Band. 
P., Bell Quick 

32006 Kansas City, Mo. 
Lathrop School Band. 
P., Lula Kenney. 

32007 Duluth, Minn. 


Jefferson School Band No, 12. 


P., Florence M. Rackle. 


32008 Lincoln School Band No. 11. 


Sec., Eric Johnson. 


32009 Lincoln Schoo] Band No. 12. 


Ethel Adams. 
32010 Lincoln, Neb. 
Everett Band. 
P., Sarah J. Rands. 
32011 Robin Band. 
P., Clara E. Weaver. 
32012 Red, White and Blue Band, 
P., Mary Roselle. 
32013 Egret Band. 
P., Lulu Sumner. 
32014 Oriole Band. 
,» Alice Taylor. 
32015 Henry D. Thoreau Band. 
. Frances B. Oultcalt, 
32016 Picket Band. 
P., Ella C. Wittee. 
32017 Meadow Lark Band. 
P., Olive M. Graham. 
32018 Band. 
P., Ida B. Johnson. 
32019 Red, White and Blue Band. 
May Gund. 
32020 Sunshine Band. 
., Mrs. W. R. Hart. 
32021 Whittier Band. 
ge 
$2022 Star Band. 
P., Etta E. Erb. 


32023 Frances E. Willard Band. 
P., E. Ruth Pyrtle. 
32024 Golden Eagle Band. 
, Sala Paddock. 
32025 Robin Band. 
P., Miss N. Bolshan, 
32026 Sweet William Band. 
» Blanch De Witt. 
32027 Lincoln Band. 
P., Mrs. M. E. McKinnon. 
32028 Golden Rod Band, 
» Ella Kaufman, 
32029 Abraham Lincoln Band. 
P., Mrs. L. H. Davis. 
32020 Blue Bird Band. 
P., Miss Laura Haggard. 
32031 Jumbo Band. 
» Miss Belle Upton, 
32032 ul Kindergarten Band, 
, Caroline M, Phillips. 
32033 ous Band 
P., Gertrude Aitken. 
32034 Rosa Bonheur Band. 
P., Anna L. Howland. 
32035 Black Beauty Band. 
P., L. B. Loomis. 
2036 George T. Angell Band. 
FP., Louise Miller. 
32087 Oriole Band. 
P., Lulu Hughs. 
Capitol 
P., Sue T. Dakin. 
32039 Agassiz Band. 
» Marguerite Gallagher, 
32040 insas City, Mo 
Humboldt School Bd. No. 6. 
P. Rowland Hill. 
32041 Columbus, Ohio. 
Blind Institute Band. 
P., Stella Range. 
32042 San Diego, Cal. 
School Band. 
P., Mrs. J. T. Carey. 
32043 N.J. 
Lawrenceville Band, 
» Mrs. L. C. Hull. 
32044 Duluth, Minn. 
Jefferson School Band No. 10. 
P., Anna M. Oppel. 
32045 Star Band, 
P., Eva Mather. 
32046 Cambridg re Pride Band. 
,» Frank Bennett. 
32047 Central High School Band 
No. 5. 


Effie MacDonald, 
32048 C. 'G. S. Band. 
P., Arthur Jones. 
32049 Central High School Band 
No 


32038 


Taylor. 
32050 Central High School Band 
No. 7. 
P., Frances Malthaner, 
32051 Central High School FPand 
No. 10 


P., Charles Slaughter. 
32052 be School Bd.No.1. 
P., Ella E. Hollenbeck. 
32053 Washington School Bd.No.2. 
P., Nellie E. Collins. 
32054 Washington School Bd.No.3. 
P., Louise Nagler. 
32055 Washington School Bd.No 4. 
P., Hattie A. King. 
32056 Wz ashington School Bd.No.5. 
» Miss M. P. Carey. 
32057 Washington School Bd.No 6. 
P., Julia G. Calverley. 
32058 Washington School Bd No.7. 
P., Carrie E. Silliman. 
32059 Washington School Bd.No.8. 
P., Meta Lautenschlager. 
32060 So. Brooklyn. N.Y 
Thowaldsen Band. 
P., Mrs. C. 
Ontario, Cal. 
Ontario Band No. 1 
P., Miss Achsah Morgan, 
Kansas City, Mo. 
Rusy Bee Band. 
P , Clara Higgins, 
Groveland, Mass. 
Merrimac Valley Bd., Div. 1. 
P , Eunice E. Ransom. 
Merrimac Valley Bd., Div. 2. 
P., Abbie C. Hopkinson. 
Merrimac Valley Bd., Div. 3. 
P., Alice J. Small, 
Sherborn, Mass. 
Sherborn Band. 
Mrs. Lowell Coolidge. 
Bellevue, Ky 
Poplar St. School Band. 
P., Harry Wagner. 
Canton, Pa. 
Epworth Band. 
P., George R. 
32069 Tacoma, Wash 
Junior League Band. 
Sec., Pansy Shackleton. 
32070 Mittineague, Mass. 
Bluebird Band. 
P., Lillia M. Kellogg. 
32071 Duluth, Minn. 
Emerson School Bd., No. 8. 
P., Nettie Meining. 
32072 Emerson School Band. 
P., Winnie McMillan. 
32073 Pansy Band. 
P., Bennie Hoyer. 
32074 Little Sunbeam Band. 
Archie Barshaw. 


32061 


32062 


32063 


32064 
32065 
2066 


2067 


32068 
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Our Dumb Animals. 


Receipts by the M. 8S. P. C. A. for February. 
Fines and witness fees, $90.54. 


MEMBERS AND DONORS. 


James H. Humphreys, $50; Cash, $25; Mrs. W.S. 
Fitz, $25; Mrs. C. F. Woodman, $25; Miss Mary 
Woodman, $25; In memory of Mrs. Wm. Storer 
Eaton, $25; Miss Ellen Frothingham, $20; F. H. Pea- 
body, $20; Mrs. A. L. George, $1.50. 


TEN DOLLARS EACH. 


Charles Merriam, Edw. M. Brewer, Miss Emma F. 
Bisbee, Mrs. O. B. Frothingham, Mrs. Eliot Hub- 
bard, Miss Harriet T. Browne, Mrs. Edw. Frothing- 
ham, Mrs. Daniel Merriman, John T. Coolidge, A. 
Lawrence Lowell, Miss Eliza B. Leonard, Mrs. Chas. 
Faulkner, Miss Faulkner, Mrs. E. B. Everett, Miss 
M. L. Bangs, Miss Susan J. White, Mrs. T. B. Will- 
iams, Mrs. J. P. Patnam, Miss S.G. Putnam, Mrs. 
Wm. B. Potter, John C. Ropes, Hon. Rodney Wall- 
ace, Miss Anne Whitney, Mrs. Helen Porter, Mrs. R. 
Cc. Hooper, Sr., Mrs. Chas. E. Ware, Miss S. E. Far- 
ley, Miss Julia A. Eastman, Misses Peabody, Mrs. J. 
O. Watson, G. M. Atwater, Miss Georgiana Parsons, 
Mrs. A. P. Peabody, E. W. Southworth, Miss E. F. 
Wright, A.C. Slater, Miss Sarah E. Read, George A. 
Draper, Miss L. H. Williams, Mrs. Hammond Brown, 
Mrs. Geo. G. Lowell, Winthrop Smith, W.C. Esty, 
John E. Thayer, Louise C. Bacon, Hon. Perlie A. 
Dyar, Mrs. A. H. Edmands. 


FIVE DOLLARS EACH. 


Mrs. Asa Gray, E. A. Hills, H. H. Mawhinney & 
Co., M. H. Krook, E. W. Willard, Mrs. J. M. Stone, 
W. W. Spaulding, Miss S. N. Kittredge, J. LL. Hobson, 
Miss E. G. May, Miss Katherine Allen, Mrs. W. 8S. 
Bullard, E. H. Barney, John D. Carson, John S. Bart- 


lett, Bigelow & Dowse Co., Miss L. F. Kelley, A- 


Friend, I. T. Burr, Henry Lee, Henry Harrington, 
Henry C. Richard, Mrs. S. R. Putnam, Col. A. R. 
Buffington, H. H. Coolidge, North Pack. & Prov. Co., 
Mrs. Otis Norcross, J. C. Robinson, S. W. Rodman, 
R. B. Johnson, F. G. Crane, Virgil S. Pond, Mrs. W. 
H. Hill, N. E. Metcalf, Mrs. Henry Crocker, Mrs. Geo. 
B. Blake, Mrs. Edw. Motley, G. H. Perkins, Mrs. 
Edw. R. Hall, Edw. W. Grew, Miss M. R. Elliott, H. 
B. Little, Mrs. W. F. Matchett, Miss Anna G. Leeds, 
Samuel Eliot, LL.D., Hon. W. M. Crane, Henry E. 
Grew, Zenas Crane, W. & S. W. Bates, Mrs. T. O. 
Rogers, C. E. Fuller, Mrs. John Lowell, C. W. Gal- 
loupe, W. F. Draper, Chadwick Lead Works, Miss C. 
W. Hill, Miss M. W. Simpkins, Edmund 8S. Clark, 
W.H. Lincoln, H. P. Starr, Mrs. J. 8. Cabot, Mrs. G. 
N. Black, Mrs. R. M. Lawrence, Mrs. Pardon Russell, 
Mrs. A. H. Jones, Mrs. Hartman Kuhn, Miss C.J. 
Carll, Geo. H. Mifflin, Miss A. M. Longfellow, Jona- 
than French, Miss A. L. Mayo, A. H. Ellis, Miss F. 
Jarvis, Mrs. L. E. Nourse, Miss C. F. Forbes, Robert 
A. Boit, A. P. Tapley, Hon. Boardman Hall, Dr. J. L. 
Williams, Misses Collamore, Mrs. B. S. Shaw, 
Saville, Somes & Co., C. E. Stevens, G@. W. Tapley, 
Mrs. F. R. Sears, Mrs. W. C. Wharton, Mrs, E. H. 
Stone, Dr. J. C. Warren, Miss Ifelen Willard, Cyrus 
T. Clark, Mrs. P. H. Sears, W. H. Wesson, Mrs. K. W. 
Sears, Mrs. M. Friedman, Mrs. H. V. Ward, Mrs. F. L. 
Came, Wm. F. Hall, Mrs. A. J. Clark, Mrs. S. B. 
Thompson, Mrs. Geo. Sampson, Mrs. Mary W. Allen, 
Frank E. Sweetser, J. W. Brooks, In memory of 
Peter Paul Rubens, Miss Hattie E. Smith, Mrs. F. T. 
Gray, D. W. Ellis, Mrs. M. W. Weld, Dr. Walter 
Channing, J. H. Winchell. 


Two DOLLARS EACH. 


“P.D.S.," C. R. Thorn, J. A. Abbott, W. Boynton, 
N. Stevens, Mrs. J. A. Hale, W. H. Swazey, Mrs. S.C. 
Hale, Miss E. C. Frost, Miss A. 8S. Foster, William 
Bellamy, L. F. Richardson. 


ONE DOLLAR EACH. 


Reid & Hughes, W. W. Spalding, Lord & Co., San- 
born & Robinson, J. M. Fairfield, Lewis P. Collins, 
Joseph Battles, J. I. Milliken, Mrs. Fisher, Mrs. 
Bosson, A. Sharpe, Caleb Saunders, Rev. E. P. 
Fuller, Mr. Wellman, G. H. Kittredge, J. H. Home, 
Dr. C. W. Partridge, Wm. Oswald, Col. G. H. Camp- 
bell, A.J. French, M.D., Mrs. D. Saunders, Dr. McAll- 
ister, Mrs.S.G. Sargent, Mrs. W. D. Hartshorn, Dr. 
Cc. F. P. Bancroft, Mrs. Chas. Andrews, Miss Mary 
Ordway, G. M. Poor, Franklin Woodman, George 
Thayer, F. J. Mitchell, Peters & Cole, A. Ingersoll, 
Chas. H. Poor, Raymond Noyes, Col. Jones Frankle, 

<.G@. Wood, Chase Bros., Geo. W. Noyes, Mrs. J.D, 
Newcomb, Wm. H. Johnson, I. J. Clark, M.D., L. J. 
Loring, M.D., Murray Bros. Co., J. F. Crostan, M.D., 
G. C. Wadleigh, G. W. Webster, J. E. Gale, H. B. 
Newton, F. 0. Raymond, M. A. Pingree, A. D.Veasey, 
H. B. Goodrich, H. E. Chase, Miss C. D. Cogswell, 


F. W. Anthony, M.D., Mrs. Wm. B. Kimball, A. W. 
Greenleaf, Miss E. N. Cole, Mrs. A. P. Sawyer, 
Francis H. Pearl, Anonymous, Miss Mary Basile, 
Mrs. E. A. Archibald, Mrs. J. L. Rousmaniere, Mrs. 
F. L. Waters, Miss E. D. Swaim, J. A. Glidden, M. E. 
Glidden, Anonymous, Alice Fletcher, Mrs. A. C. 
Beckwith, T. M. Beckwith, Mrs. H. Heldt, Mrs. 
Charles G. Lund. 


Total, $1,344.50. 
The American Humane Education Society, $263. 


SUBSCRIBERS. 


A B. P. Society, $7.42; N. H. Whittemore, $7.00; H. 
I. Haines, $6.00; Miss C. W. Hill, $5.00; L. M. Chase, 
$4.50; Mrs. A. E. McIntyre, $4.00; R. B. Moon, $2.75; 
Mrs. Dr. F. I. Proctor, $2.50; Mrs. R. Harper, $2.40; 
Miss E. G. Comley, $2.00; Mary A. Ayres, $2.00; Mrs. 
Theodore Schultz, $2.00; Mrs. Jackson, $1.90; Mrs. 
E. Whitney, $1.80; Mrs. E. K. Sullivan, $1.75; Mrs. F. 
Leibranadt, $1.50; Mrs. M. F. Gray, $1.50; Walter 
Robinson, $1.50; L. L. Brackett, $1.50; Rev. A. A. 
White, $1.50; Rev. J. E. Ayars, $1.30; G. C. Gluck- 
stein, $1.25; M. Stevens, $1.25; Bennett’s Agency, 
$0.75; H. Christie, $0.70; F. D. Barrows, $0.63. 


ONE DOLLAR EACH. 


S. M. Herdie, Miss M. Dalrymple, Geo. S. Baldwin, 
Cash, S. E. Mitchell, S. C. Edmond, H. C. Austin, 
Brockton Humane Society, S. R. Bowman, Miss 
Brown, Miss P. M. Buxton, Miss E. D. Swaim, Mrs. 
Sarah K. Bolton, Miss L. F. Clegg, Joseph Moulton, 
L. R. Loudon, C. Crisand, A. 8. Chapin, Ruth Hall, 
T. J. Sawyer, T. W. Jenness. 


FIFTY CENTS EACH. 


Mary L. Bennett, A. H. Bonney, Mrs. W.C. John- 
son, F. Sampson, Miss A. Belden, Mrs. A. Dyer, F. 
H. Lincoln, J. P.S. Mahoney, D. J. Reagan, L. Pres- 
cott, H. Bruckman, F. M. Victor, J. E. Donoghue, 
Cash, Mrs. E. P. Collins, F. Walker, Miss M. V. Rey- 
nolds, E. M. Pond, J. H. Snow, Mrs. Asa Gray, Alice 
Brown, A. Stearns, A. R. Downing, Mrs. Jameson, 
Mrs. A. J. Hinckley, Mrs. M. H. Hollis, Florence 
Taylor, Mabel Hawkins, Ethel] Smith, W. B. Clarke 
& Co., H. F. Glidden, A. P. S. Russell, Mrs. O. Mason, 
A. E. Cameron, E. A. Ross, Mrs. C. L. Trask, Mrs. J. 
Wiley, Mrs. E. K. Sullivan, Mrs. H. Lowe, Mrs. G. E. 
Reed, E. F. Moore, S. C. Cherry, Miss M. A. Simpson, 
Miss C. B. Morris, Mrs. H. Lowe, Mrs. B. Borjeson, 
B. Bigney, Mrs. L. Luscomb, W. C. Lewis Shoe Co., 
P. Leslie, J.C. Bates, H. Ray, J. F. Batchelder, B. I. 
Page, J. A. Dalrymple, H.G. Currier, W. J. Martin, 
Cc. C. Griffin, J. H. Pearl, W. H. Curtis, Dr. Pitcher, 
E. Capen, C. H. Fellows, L. V. Spaulding, J. Cort- 
land, Mrs. C. H. Poore, J. Quintero. 


All others in sums of less than fifty cents, $22.98. 
Total, $135.88. 

Publications sold, $393.23. 

Total, $2,227.15. 


Receipts by The American Humane Education 
Society in February. 


Bequest of Mrs. Ellen B. French, $10,000; Milwau- 
kee Board of Education, $238; Mrs. J. A. Woodward, 
$82; Mra. A. L. Barber, $20; A.S. Pratt, $10.50; Edw. 
Fiske, $10; Miss Susan Upham, $10; Mrs. A. E. 
McIntyre, $8; Miss Mary J. Carr, $3; Mrs. Asa Gray, 
$3; J.B. Davidson, $2; Mrs. C. A. Ingham, $1; Mrs. 
A. E. Moulton, $1. 


Small sales of publications, $38.10. Interest, $1.68. 


TO CLERGYMEN. 


In the Sunday-school of a large church they se- 
cured a large number of annual subscriptions for 
Our Dumb Animals. The solicitor’s commission, 
namely, twenty-five cents on each copy, being given 
to aidin church work, Our regular price is fifty cents 
a copy. 

If in every Sunday-school the same plan should be 
adopted, it would raise the circulation of Our Dumb 
Animals to millions, and at the same time raise in 
every Sunday-school a considerable amount of money 
to be used for church work or any other work that the 
Sunday-school may choose to give it to. 


“Tam very glad to have been of any comfort to 
your poor husband, my good woman. But what 
| made you send for me instead of your own minis- 
ter?” ‘Well, sir, it’s typus my poor husband's got, 
and we dinna think it just reet for our ain minister to 
run the risk.” 


Prices of Humane Publications. 
The following Lge of the Massachu- 


setts Society P. C. Animals can be obtained at 
our Offices at the following cost prices, free of 
postage :— 


Angell Prize Contest Recitations, 16 cents each, postage 
paid. To Contestants, 6 cents, postage paid. 
a Sketches and Recollections, by Geo. T. 
— 1, 6 cents each at office, or 10 cents mailed; or 
cloth bound, 20 cents at office, and 25 cents mailed. 
Address to Boston Public Schools, by Geo 
-Angell .  .  2cents each, or $2.00 per 100 
Humane Leaflets, Nos. 1 to 8, by Geo. T. Angell— 
Eight of either No. or Nos,, as wanted, 5 cents; 
twenty-four for 10 cents; one hundred, 25 cents. 
Bird Leaflet, by Geo. T. Angell a $0.25 per 100 
elve Lessons on Kindness to Animals, 
by Geo. T. Angell, at 2 cents for the 
whole twelve bound together, or . 2.00 “ 
Humane Horse Book, compiled by Geo. T. 
Angell, 5centseach,or . 5.00 
Humane Training and Treatment of the 
Horse, by H. C. Merwin, 1 cent each 100 “ 
Cattle Transportation, by Geo. T. Angell 130 «(% 


Protection of Animals, by Geo. T. Angell 150 “ 
Five Questions Answered, by Geo. T. 

The Check-Rein, by Geo. T. Angell . 6 “ 
The Cruel Over-check Card (two sides) . i « 
How to Kill Animals Humanely .. 1o 
Service of Mercy ° 6 


Band ot Mercy Information, by Geo. T. 
Fifty-two Band ot Mercy Songs and 
Hymns, book form, two cents for 
Band of Mercy Badges. Sterling silver, 30 cents; gold 
and silver finish, two sizes, 8 and 5 cents each; gold 
stamped ribbon, § cents, ink stamped, 4 cents each; 
button, white star on blue ground, 5 for 10 cents. 
Band of Mercy Register, 8 cents. 
Band of Mercy Cards of Membership, large 2 cents, small 
1 cent each. 

Cond d Information, an eight-page pamphlet, by Geo. 
for the Prevention of Cruelty to Animals, and Bands of 
Mercy. This, as well as the address of Mr. Angell to the 
National Convention of the Woman's Christian Temper- 
ance Union at Nashville, Tenn., we send without cost to 
every one asking. 


The above can be had in smaller numbers at 
the same rates. 


OUR DUMB ANIMALS 


Published on the first Tuesday of each month 
by the 


Massachusetts Society for the Pre- 
vention of Cruelty to Animals. 


TERMS: 


Single copies, per annum, 50 cents; for four copies and 
below ten, 45 cents each; for ten and below twenty-five, 
40 cents; for twenty-five and below fifty, 35 cents; for fifty 
and below one hundred, 30 cents; and for one hundred and 
more copies, 26 cents, in advance. Postage free to all 
parts of the United States, 

aa@ Articles for the paper, and subscriptions, may be 
sent to the editor, Goddard Building, 19 Milk St., corner 
Hawley, Boston. 


RATES OF MEMBERSHIP IN THE AMERICAN HUMANE 
EpucatTion Socigty. 


Active Life . . . $100 00] Associate Annual. . $5 00 
Associate Life . . 50 00] Branch 


00 
Active Annual. . 1000]Children’s. . . . . 100 


RATES OF MEMBERSHIP IN THE MASSACHUSETTS 
Socizty P. C. A. 


Active Life . . . $100 00| Associate Annual. . $5 00 
Associate Life. . 5000] Branch. ..... 100 
Active Annual. . 1000| Children’s. . . .. 10 


All members of the American Humane Education Society 
and the Massachusetts Society P.C. A. receive OUR DUMB 
ANIMALS free, and all publications of the Society. 

OFFICES OF THE SOCIETIES: 

GODDARD BUILDING, 19 MILK STREET, 


Corner Hawley Street, Boston. 
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